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KING JOHN.

ACT I.

SCENE I. Northampton. ARoom ofState in the Palace,

Enter Kivg ]oHN, attended', Elinor, the ^een-Mother i

Pembroke, Essex, SdXishwry, and Others. Kingtakeshis

State 'y Enter Ch atillion, »/^^rV.

JoH. Now, {2iy, ChatiUion, what would France with us ?

Cha. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the king of Francey
In my behaviour, to the majefty.

The borrow'd majefty of England here.

Eli. a ftrange beginning; borrow'd majefty!

JoK. Silence, good mother; hear the embafly.

Cka. Philip of France^ in right and true behalf

Of thy deceafed brother Geffrey's fon,

Arthur Plantagenet, lays moft lawful claim

To this fair ifland, and the territories ;

To Ireland, Poidiers, Anjouy Touraine, Maine:
Desiring thee to lay afide the fword,

Which fways usurpingly these feveral titles;

And put the fame into young Arthur's hand,
fr Thy nephew, and right royal fovereign.

JoH. What follows, if we difallow of this ?
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. Cha. The proud controul of fierce and bloody war.

To enforce these rights fo forcibly withheld.

f JoH. Here have we war for war, and blood for blood,

pontroulment for controulment ; fo 2iw(wqy France.

Cnji, Then take my king's defiance from my mouth,
The fartheft limit of my embaffy.

JoH, Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace:

Be thou as lightning in the eyes ofFrance;

For ere thou canft report I will be there.

The thunder of my cannon fliall be heard :

So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath.

And fullen prefage of your own decay

jAn honourable conduft let him have;_
Pembroke, look to't : _ Farewel, Chatillion,

\^Exeunt Vtm. and Q,Yih,

Eli. "What now, my fon r have I not ever faid,

How that ambitious Co«/?<3>^f^ would not ceafe,

'Till Ihe had kindl'd France^ and all the world.

Upon the right and party of her fon ?

This might have been prevented, and made whole.

With very easy arguments of love

;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms muft

With fearful bloody iflue arbitrate.

Jon. Our ftrong possefTion, and our right, for us.

Eli. Your ftrong posseffion, much more than your

Or elfe it muft go wrong with you, and me: [right;

So much my confcience whifpers in your ear

;

Which none, but heaven, and you, and T, ftiali hear.

Enter the Sheriff Northamptonftiire,

and <u!hi/pers EiTex.

Ess. My liege, here is the ftrangeft controverfy,

pome from the country to be judg'd by you,
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That e'er T heard; Shall I produce the men ?

JoH. Let them approach— [Exit Sheriff ; and
Re-entersy ivith Philip, the Bajlard Faulconbridge,

and Robert his Brother.

Our abbies, and our priories, fliall pay
This expedition's charge. —What men are you?

Baf. Your faithful fubjedl T, a gentleman.

Born in Northampton/hire ; and eldeit fon.

As J fuppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ;

A foldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of CcKur-de-lion knighted in |:he field.

JoH, ^ntJ what art thou ?

Rob. The fon and heir to that fame Faulcmhridge,,

JoH. Is that~|~the elder, and art thou the heir:

You came not of one mother then, it feems.

Baf. Moft certain of one mother, mighty king.

That is well known ; and, as 1 think, one father:

But, for the certain knowledge of that truth,

I put you o'er to heaven, and to my mother

;

Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. [ther,

Eli, Out on thee, rude man! thou doll lhame thy mo-
And wound her honour with this diffidence.

Baf. J, madam no, I have no reason for it;

That is my brother's plea, and none of mine ;

The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out

At leaft from fair five hundred pound a year :

Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land

!

JoH. A good blunt fellow :_Why, being younge^r

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance [born,

Baf. \ know not why, except to get the land.

But once he flander'd me with baflardy

:

'^Mi whe'r I be as true begot, or no.
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That ftill I lay upon my mother's head

;

But, that I am as well begot, my liege,

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !)

Compare our faces, and be judge yourfelf.

If old fir Robert did beget us both,

And were our father, and this"|"fon like him ;—
0 old fir Robert^ father, on my knee
1 give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee.

JoH. Why, what a mad-cap hath heaven lent us here!

Eli. He hath a trick of Caur-de-lioTis face.

The accent of his tongue affedeth him:
Do you not read fome tokens of my fon

In the large composition of this man ?

JoH. Mine eye hath well examined his parts.

And finds them perfe£l ^zV>?'«r<^'._ Sirrah, fpeak.

What doth move you to claim your brother's land ?

Baf. Because he hath a half-face, like my father :

With that half- face would he have all my land ;

A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a year.

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd.

Your brother did employ my father much; —
Baf. Well, fir, by this you cannot get my land;

Your tale mufl: be, how he employ'd my mother.

Rob. And once difpatch'd him in an embafTy

To Germany^ there, with the emperour,
To treat of high affairs touching that time :

The advantage of his abfence took the king.

And in the mean time fojourn'd at my father's ;

Where how he did prevail, I lhame to fpeak

:

But truth is truth ; large lengths of feas and fhores

Between my father and my mother lay,

(As I have heard my father fpeak himfelf

)

1 8 halfe that
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When this "l" fame lufty gentleman was got:

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd

His lands to me; and took it on his death.

That this, my mother's fon, was none of his

;

And, if he were, he came into the world

Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time

:

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine.

My father's land, as was my father's will.

JoH. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate;

Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him:
And, if Ihe did play falfe, the fault was hers ;

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands

That marry wives : Tell me, how if my brother.

Who, as you fay, took pains to get this fon.

Had of your father claim'd this fon for his ?

In footh, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ;

In footh, he might : then, if he were my brother's.

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father.

Being none of his, refuse him : This concludes,"*

My mother's fon did get your father's heir

;

Your father's heir muft have your father's land.

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force.

To difpossefs that child which is not his ?

Baf. Of no more force to difpossefs me, fir.

Than was his will to get me, as I think.

Eli. Whether hadll thou rather,— be 2iFaulconlric

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land;

Or the reputed fon of Cceur-de-lion,

Lord of thy presence, and no land befide?

Baf, Madam, an if my brother had my ihape.

And 1 had his, fir Robert'^ his, like him j
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And if my legs were two fuch riding-rods,

My arms fuch eel-fkins ftuft ; my face fo thin.

That in mine ear I durft not ftick a rose,

Left men ihould fay, Look, where three-farthings goes

;

And, to his fliape, were heir to ail this land,

'Would 1 might never ftir from off this place,

I'd give it every foot to have this "|~ face ; .

1 would not be ^ir Noh in any cafe.

Eli. 1 like thee well ; Wilt thou forfake thy fortune,

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?

I am a foldier, and now bound to France.

Baf. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance

:

Your face hath got five hundred pound a year;

Yet fell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear.

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.

Baf. Our country manners give our betters way.

Jqii. What is thy name ?

B»f. Philip, my liege ; fo is my name begun ;

Philip, good old fir Robert's wife's eldeft fon. [bear'ft :

JoH. From henceforth bear his name whose form thou
Kneel thou down Philip, but rise up more great

;

Arise fir Richard^ and Plantageuet. [knighting him.

Baf. Brother by the mother's fide, give me your hand;
My father gave me honour, yours gave land : —
Now,bleffed be the hour, by night or day.

When I was got, fir Robert was away.
Eli. The very fpirit of Plantagenet f^

I am thy grandame, Richard\ call me fo. [tho*?

Baf. Madam, by chance, but not by truth:—What
Something about, a little from the right.

In at the window, or elfe o'er the hatch :
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Who dares not ftir by day, muft walk by night;

And have is have, however men do catch ;

Near or far off, well won is ftill well fhot

;

And 1 am I, however 1 was begot.

JoR. Go, Faulconbridge\ now haft thou thy desire,

A landlefs knight makes thee a landed 'fquire : _
Come, madam, _and come, Richard^ — \vt muft fpeed

For FraNce, for France; for it is more than need.

Ba/. Brother, adieu ; Good fortune come to thee!

For thou waft got i'the way of honefty. [Exeunf.

SCENE II. The fame. Jnti-room of the/a7ne,

E'nter Baftard.

Baf. A foot of honour better than I was;
But many a many foot of land the worfe.

Well, now can I make ?^r\yJoan a lady:

Good-den^ fir Richard, God-a-mercy,fellonv,

And, if his name be George, I'll call him Peter :

For new-made honour doth forget men'^s names

;

'Tis too refpeftive, and too fociable.

For your converfion. Now your traveller,—

He and his tooth-pick at my worftiip's mefs;

And when my knightly ftomach is fafHc'd,

Why then I fuck my teeth, and catechize

My piked man of countries : _ My dearfir,
(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, 1 begin)

IJhall befeech you,-^T\i?X is Queftion now;
And then comes Anfwer like an a-b-c. book:

O^fir, fays Anfwer, at your beji command

,

At your employment ; atyour fer^ice, fir :

Noffiry fays Queftion; I, J<weet fity at yours :

And fo, ere Anfwer knows what Queftion wouldj,
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(Saving in dialogue of compliment;
And talking of the J/ps, and Jpennifies,

The" Pyrenean, and the river Po

J

It draws toward fupper in conclusion.

But this is worfhipful fociety

;

And fits the mounting fpirit, like myfelf

:

For he is but a baftard to the time,

That doth not fmack of obfervation

;

(And fo am I, whether I fmack, or no)

And not alone in habit and device.

Exterior form, outward accoutrement;

But from the inward motion too, deliver

Sweet, fweet, fweet poison for the age's tooth

:

Which though I will not pradlife to deceive.

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ;

For it (hall drew the foot-fteps of my rising.

But who comes in fuch hafte, in riding robes ?

What woman-poft is this? hath flie no husband.
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ?

Emer Lady Faulcon bridge, and Servan t.

O me 1 it is my mother : How now, good lady ?

What brings you here to court fo haftily ?

Lad. Where is that flave, thy brother? where is he?
That holds in chace mine honour up and down?

Baf. My brother Robert? old (\t Robert's fon?
Colbrand the giant, that fame mighty man ?

Is it fir Robert's fon, that you feek fo ?

Lad. Sir Robert's fon ! Ay, thou unreverend boy.

Sir Robert's fon : Why fcorn'ft thou at fir Robert?

He is fir Robert's fon; and fo art thou.

Baf. James Gurney^ wilt thou give us leave a while ?

iVr. Good leave, good Philip,

8 jfmoake to deliver
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Baf. Philip ! fparrow : James,

There's toys abroad ; anon TU tell thee more.

Servant,

Madam, I was not old fir Robertas fon ;

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Upon good-friday, and ne'er broke his fafl

:

Sir Robert could do well ; Marry, to confefs.

Could l)t get me? fir Robert could not do it;

We know his handy-work : Therefore, good mother.

To whom am I beholding for these limbs ?

^ir Robert never holp to make this leg.

Lad. Haft thou confpired with thy brother too.

That for thine own gain fhould'ft defend mine honour?
What means this fcorn, thou moft untoward knave?

Baf. Knight, knight, good mother, Bafilifco like

:

What 1 I am dub'd ; 1 have it on my (houlder.

But, mother, I am not fir Robert's fon;

I have difclaim'd fir Robert, and my land

;

Legitimation, name, and all is gone :

Then, good my mother, let me know my father;

Some proper man, I hope ; Who was it mother?
Lad. Haft thou deny'd thyfelf a Faulconbridge ?
Baf. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

Lad. King Richard Cvur-de lion was thy father;

By long and vehement fuit I was feduc'd

To make room for him in my husband's bed:^
Heaven lay not my tranfgrefiion to my charge !_-,

Thou art the ifl*ue of my dear offence,

Which was fo ftrongly urg'd, paft my defence,

Baf Now, by this light, were 1 to get agaisj

Madam, I would not wifn a better father.

Some fins do bear their priviledge on earth,

as That art
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And fo doth yours ; your fault was not your folly t

Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpose,*"

Subjeded tribute to commanding love,

—

Againft whose fury and unmatched force

The awlefs lion could not wage the fight.

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard\ hand :

He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts.

May easily win a woman's. Ah, my mother.
With all my heart I thank thee for my father

!

Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well

When I was got, I'll fend his foul to hell.

Come, lady, 1 will Ihew thee to my kin ;

And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot,

If thou hadft faid him nay, it had been fm :

Who fays, it was, he lies ; I fay, 'twas not. \Exeuni»

ACT 11.

SCENE I. France. Before kngitvs.

Drums i Sec. Enter Austria, and Forces ^ on oneJide :

en the other. King? hi l i p ^France, andhisPonjuer ; Lewis,
Arthur, Constance, and Attendants,

Lew. Before y^«^/Vrj well met, hrz.vt Aujlria,^

Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood,

Richard, that rob'd the lion of his heart.

And fought the holy wars in Palejiine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave

:

And, for amends to his pofterity,

At our importance hither is he come ;

To fpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf.

And to rebuke the usurpation
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Of thy unnatural uncle, EngUfly John :

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

Jrt. God fhall forgive you Cceur-de-liorCs death;

The rather, that you give his off-fpring life.

Shadowing their right under your wings of war :

I give you welcome with a powerlefs hand.

But with a heart full of unftained love ;

Welcome before the gates of Angiers^ duke.

Lew. a noble boy ! _Who would not do thee right ?

Aus, Upon thy cheek lay 1 this "|~ zealous kifs.

As feal to this indenture of my love ;

That to my home I will no more return,

'Till Anglers, and the right thou haft in France

t

Together with that pale that white-fac'd (hore.

Whose foot fpurns back the ocean's roaring tides.

And coops from other lands her iflanders.

Even 'till that England, hedg'd in with the main.

That water-walled bulwark, ftill fecure

And confident from foreign purposes.

Even 'till that utmoft corner of the weft

Salute thee for her king : 'till then, fair boy.

Will I not think of home, but follow arms.

Cou. O, tak-e his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks,

'Till your ftrong hand fhall help to give him ftrength.

To make a more requital to your love.

Aus . The peaceofheaven is theirs, thatlift theirfwords
In fuch a juft and charitable war.

Phi. Well then, to work ; our cannon (hall be bent
Againft the brows of this resifting town
Call for our chiefeft men of difcipline.

To cull the plots of beft advantages :—
We'll lay before this town our royal bones.

Vol. V S
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Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen*s blood.

But we will make it fubjeft to this boy.

Coif, Stay for an anfwer to your embafTy,

Left unadvis'd you ftain your fwords with blood :

My lord Chatillion may from England bring

That right in peace, which here we urge in war

;

And then we (hall repent each drop of blood.

That hot rafti hafte fo indireftly fhed.

Enter Chatillion.
Phi. a wonder, lady ! lo, upon thy wifti.

Our meflenger Chatillion is arriv'd

What England fays, fay briefly, gentle lord.

We coldly pause for thee ; Chatillion^ fpeak.

Cha. Then turn your forces from this paltry fiege.

And ftir them up againft a mightier tafk.

Englandy impatient of your juft demands.
Hath put himfelf in arms ; the adverfe winds,

Whose leisure I have ftay'd, have given him time

To land his legions all as foon as I :

His marches are expedient to this town.

His forces ftrong, his foldiers confident.

With him along is come the mother-queen.

An Ate^ ftirring him to blood and ftrife

;

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ;

With them a baftard of the king deceaf'd

:

And all the unfettl'd humours of the land,

—

Rafli, inconflderate, fiery voluntaries.

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' fpleens,—

'

Have fold their fortunes at their native homes,

Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their back?*

To make a hazard of new fortunes here.

In brief, a braver choice of dauntlefs fpirits.

a 3 An Acc



Than now the EngUJh bottoms have waft o*er,

i)id never float upon the fwelling tide.

To do offence and fcath in chriftendom. [Drums,

The interruption of their churlifli drums
Cuts off more circumftance : they are at hand.

To parly, or to fight ; therefore^ prepare.

Phi. How much unlook'd for is this expedition

!

Aus, By how much unexpedled, by fo much
We muft awake endeavour for defence

;

For courage mounteth with occasion :

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd.

Flourijh. Enter King John, and his Po'Wer :

Baftard, and Lords, ixjith him ; Elinor, and
Lady Blanch.

JoH. Peace be to France-, if France in peace permit
Our jufl: and lineal entrance to our own!
If not ; bleed France, and peace afcend to heaven

!

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correal

Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven.

Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war return

1^rom France to England, there to live in peace!

England we love ; and, for that England^s fake.

With burden of our armour here we fweat

:

This toil of ours fliould be a work of thine;

But thou from lovingEngland art fo far,

That thou haft under-wrought its lawful king.

Cut off the fequence of pofterity.

Out-faced infant ilate, and done a rape

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey ^ face

;

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his

:

This little abftrad doth contain that large,

19 beats *6 his law-

B 2
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Which dy'd in Geffrey \ and the hand of time

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume

:

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born.

And this "[" his fon ; England was Geffrey s right.

And this is Geffrey s ; In the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king,

When living blood doth in these temples beat,

Which owe the crown that thou o'er-maftereft? [France,

JoH. From whom haft thou this great commiffion.

To draw my anfwer from thy articles ? [thoughts.

Phi, From that fupernal judge, that ftirs good
In any breaft of ftrong authority.

To look into the blots and ftains of right.

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy :

Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong;
And, by whose help, I mean to chaftise it.

JoH. Alack, thou doft usurp authority.

Phi. Excuse it; 'tis to beat usurping down.
Eli, Who is it, thou doft call usurper, France?

Con, Let me make anfwer ; _ thy usurping fon.

Eli, Out, infolent! thy baftard fliall be king;

That thou may'ft be a queen, and check the world*

Con. My bed was ever to thy fon as true.

As thine was to thy husband : and this boy
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey,

Than thou and Jobn in manners ; being as like,

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a baftard! By my foul, I think.

His father never was fo true begot

;

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.

El I. There's a good mother, boy, that bl o ts thy father*

Con. There'sagoodgrandame,boy,thatwould blotthec
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Jus. Peace

!

Ba/. Hear the cryer.

Jus. What the devil art thou?

£a/. One that will play the devil, llr, with you.

An 'a may catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard:

I'll fmoke your fkin-coat, an I catch you right;

Sirrah, look to't; i'faith, I will, i'faith.

Bl^4, O, well did he become that lion's robe.

That did difrobe the lion of that robe !

Baf. It lies as fightly on the back of him,
As great Alcides' (hews upon an afs : _
But, afs, I'll take that burthen from your back

;

Or lay on that, (hall make your Ihoulders crack.

Aus. What cracker is this fame, that deafs our ears

With this abundance of fuperfluous breath ?

Phi. Lewis, determine what we lhall do ftraight.

Leu^. Women, and fools, break offyour conference.

—

"^mg John, this is the very fum of all,

—

Englandf and Irelandy Anjou, Tourahey Maine,

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee :

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms ?

JoH. My life as foon ; _. I do defy thee, Fratice^

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ;

And, out of my dear love, I'll give thee more
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win ;

Submit thee, boy.

Eli. Come to thy grandame, child.

Coiv. Do, (JO, child, CO ; go to it's grandame, child j

Give grandame kingdom, and it'0 grandame will

Give it a pUim, a cherry, and a fig ;

»J fliooes 18 V, j<!Qti^
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There's a good grandame*
Art. Good my mother, peace

!

I would, that I were low lay'd in my grave

;

I am not worth this coil, that's made for me.
Eli. His mother lhames him fo, poor boy, he weeps.

Con, Now fliame upon you, whe'r Ihe does, or no

!

His grandame's wrongs, and not his mother's fhames.

Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes;

Which heaven lhall take in nature of a fee :

Ay, with these criftal beads heaven lhall be brib'd.

To do him juftice, and revenge on you.

Eli, Thou monftrous flanderer of heaven and earth !

Con. Thou monftrous injurer of heaven and earth!

Call not me flanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp

The dominations, royalties, and rights,

Of this cpprefled boy : This is thy eid'll fon's fon,

Infortunate in nothing but in thee;

Thy fins are visited in this poor child ;

The canon of the law is lay'd on him.
Being but the fecond generation

Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb.
JoH. Bedlam, have done.

Con. I have but this to fay,—
That he's

"I"
not only plagued for her fin,

But God hath made her fin and her the plague

On this removed ifiiie, plagu'd for her

;

And, with her fin, her plague, his injury

Her injury, the beadle to her fin

:

All punifii'd in the perfon of this child.

And all for her; A plague upon her!

Eli. Thou unadvised fcold, I can produce

A will, that bars the title of thy fon.

8 Drawes »7 her plague her finne
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Con. Ay, who doubts that ? A will ! a wicked will

;

A woman's will ; a canker'd grandame's will.

Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more temperate

:

It ill befeems this presence, to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions

Some trumpet fummon hither to the walls

These men ofJ/igiers; let us hear them fpeak.

Whose title they admit, Arthurh, oxjohnh.
Trumpet. Enter certain Citizens on the Walls,

I. C. Who is it, that hath warn'd us to the walls ?

Phi. 'Tis France, for England.

JoH, Englandy for itfelf

:

You men Angiers, and my loving fubjefts,—

Phi, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur'*s fubje6ls.

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle.

JoH. For our advantage; —Therefore, hear us firft.

These flags of France, that are advanced here

Before the eye and profped of your town.
Have hither marchM to your endamagement

:

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath;
And ready mounted are they, to fpit forth

Their iron indignation 'gainft your walls

:

All preparation for a bloody fiege.

And mercilefs proceeding by these French,

Confronts your city's eyes, your winking gates

;

And, but for our approach, those fleeping ftones.

That as a wafte do girdle you about.

By the compuliion of their ordinance

By this time from their fixed beds of lime
Had been difhabited, and wide havock made
For bloody power to rulh upon your peace.

But, on the fight of us, your lawful king,—

4 J Comfort your*
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Who, painfully, with much expedient march.
Have brought a counter-check before your gates.

To fave unfcratch'd your city's threaten'd cheeks,—
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle :

And now, inflead of bullets, wrapt in fire.

To make a fhaking fever in your walls.

They fhoot but calm words, folded up in fmoke,
To make a faithlefs error in your ears :

Which truft accordingly, kind citizens.

And let us in, your king; whose labour'd fpirits,

Fore-weary'd in this aftion of fwift fpeed.

Crave harbourage within your city walls.

Phi. When I have faid, make anfwer to us both,

Lo, in this right hand, whose protedlion

Is moft divinely vow'd upon the right

Of him it holds, {lands youT\^~\' Plantagenei

Son to the elder brother of this man,
And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys

:

For this down-trodden equity, we tread

In warlike march these greens before your town ;

Being no further enemy to you,

Than the conftraint of hofpitable zeal.

In the relief of this opprefTed child,

Religioufly provokes. Be pleased then

To pay that duty, which you truly owe.
To him that owes it ; namely, this young prince :

And then our arms, like to a muzl'd bear.

Save in afped, have all offence feal'd up

;

Our cannon's malice vainly ftiall be fpent

Againft the invulnerable clouds of heaven ;

And, with a blefTed and unvext retire.

With unhack'd fwords, and helmets all unbruis'd,—

>* Craves 18 hath all
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We will bear home that lufty blood again,

Which here we came to fpout againft your town.

And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace.

But if you fondly pafs our profFer'd offer,

'Tis not the round ure of your old-fac'd walls

Can hide you from our mefTengers of war;
Though all these Englijh^ and their difcipline.

Were harbour'd in their rude circumference.

Then, tell us, lhall your city call us lord.

In that behalf which we have challenged it?

Or fhall we give the fignal to our rage.

And ftalk in blood to our posseffion \

I.e. In brief, we are the king of England^ fubjefls 5

For him, and in his right, we hold this town.

^JoH. Acknowledge then the king, and let me In.

I . C. That can we not : but he that proves the king.

To him will we prove loyal ; 'till that time,

Plave we ram'd up our gates againft the world.

JoH, Doth not the crown ofEngland ^rowt the king?

And, if not that, I bring you witnefTes,

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England''^ breed,"*

Baf, Baftards, and elfe.

jfoH. To verify our title with their lives.

Phi. As many,and as well-born bloods as those,^

Baf. Some baftards too.

Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim.

I . C. 'Till you compound whose right is vvorthieft.

We, for the worthieft, hold the right from both.

JoH. Then God forgive the fin of all those fouls.

That to their everlafting residence.

Before the dew of evening fall, fhall fleet,

Jn dreadful trial of our kingdom's HingJ
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Pni. Amen, amen ! _ Mount, chevalier's ! to arms

!

Baf, Saint George,'" that fwing'd the dragon, and , e'er

Sits on his horfeback at mine hoftefs' door,— [fince,

Teach us fome fence! — Sirrah, were I at home.
At your den, firrah, [to Auf.] with your lionefs,

I'd fet an ox-head to your lion's hide.

And make a monller of you.

Jus, Peace ; no more.

Baf, O, tremble ; for you hear the lion roar.

JoH, Up higher to the plain ; where we'll fet forth.

In beft appointment, all our regiments.

JBa/, Speed then, to take advantage of the field.

[Exeunt Englilh.

Phi. It fhall be fo; [to Lew.] and at the other hill

Command the reft to Hand._ God, and our right!

[Exeunt French.

SCENE II. nejame.
Alarums, as of a Batteljouid ; Excurftons ;

afterwards. Retreat. Enter a French Heraldy

with Trumpets, to the Gates.

F. H. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates.

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ;

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an Enghjh mother,

Whose fons lye fcatter'd on the bleeding ground

:

Many a widow's husband groveling lies.

Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth

;

And vidlory, with little lofs, doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the French ;

Who are at hand, triumphantly difplay'd,

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim
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Enter an Englifh Herald, nuith "Trumpets^ to the fame.

E' H. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells

;

King John, your king and England^, doth approach.

Commander of this hot malicious day !

Their armours, that march'd hence fo filver-bright.

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood i

There ftuck no plume in any Englijh creft.

That is removed by a ftafF of France ;

Our colours do return in those fame hands

That did difplay them when we firft march'd forth ;

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lufty Englijhy all with purpl'd hands,

Dy'd in the dying flaughter of their foes:

Open your gates, and give the vidlors way.

I . C. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold.

From firft to laft, the opfet and retire

Of both your armies ; whose equality

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured :

Bloodhath bought blood, and blows have anfwer'd blows;

Strength match'd with ftrength, and power confronted

Both are alike; and both alike we like. [power:

One mull prove greateft : while they weigh fo even.

We hold our town for neither ; yet for both.

Flourijh. Enter KingJohn, and his Ponver, on one Side,

Baftard, Elinor, Blanch, &c : On the other, KingVm-'
LIP, and French, Austria, and Lewis.

JoH. France, hail: thou yet more blood to caft away?
Say, lhall the current of our right run on ?

Whose pafTage vext with thy impediment.

Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-fwell

With courfe dilturb'd evpn thy confining fhores j
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Unlefs thou let his filver water keep
A peaceful progrefs to the ocean.

Phi England, thou haft not favM one drop of blood,

Jn th's hot trial, more than we of France-,

Rather, loft more : ^nd by this "1" hand I fwear.

That fways the earth this climate over-looks,—

Before we will lay down our juft-born arms,

We'll put thee down, 'gainft whom these arms we bear.

Or add a royal number to the dead ;

Gracing the fcrowL that tells of this war's lofs.

With flaughter coupl'd to the name of kings.

Baf Ha, majefty ! how high thy glory towers.

When the rich blood of kirgs is fet on fire

!

O, now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel ;

The fwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs

;

And now he feafts, mouzing the flefti of men.
In undetermin'd differences of kings

—

Why ftand thece royal fronts amazed thus ?

Cry, havock, kings! back to the ftained field.

You equal potents, fiery-kindl'd fpirits!

Then let confusion of one part confirm

The other's peace; 'till then, blows, blood, and death!

JoH. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit?

Phi, Speak, citizens, ^ot England ^ who's your king?

I . C. The king of England., when we know the king.

Phj. Know him in us. that here hold up his right.

JoH. In us, that are our own great deputy,

And bear posseftion of our perfon here ;

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.

i.e. A greater power, than ye, denies all this;

And, 'till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former fcruple in our ftrong-bar'd gates

;

30 than We
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Jvings are our fears ; until our fears, resoIvM,

Be by fome certain king purg'd and depos'd. [kings;

Ba/. By heaven, these fcroyles of Angiers flout you.

And ftand fecurely on their battlements,

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your induftrious fcenes and ads of death.

Your royal presences be rul'd by me ;

Do like the mutines oijerusaleyn.

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this town

:

By eaft and weft ht France 2LndL England mount
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths;
'Till their foul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city :

I'd play incelTantly upon these jades ;

Even 'till unfenced defolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, difiever your united ftrengths.

And part your mingl'd colours once again ;

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point

:

Then, in a moment, fortune fhall cull forth

put of one fide her happy minion ;

To whom in favour fhe fhall give the day,

And kifs him with a glorious vidory.

How like you this wild counfel, mighty Hates ?

Smacks it not fomething of the policy?

JoH. Now, by the ficy that hangs above our heads,

I like it well -. — France, fhall we knit our powers,

And lay this Angiers even with the ground ;

Then, after, fi^ht who fhall be king of it ?

Baf. An if thou haft the mettle of a king,— [/(? Phi,

Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevifh town,—

I Kings of our feare
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Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery.

As we will ours, againft these faucy walls

:

And when that we have dalh'd them to the groun^i
Why, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell.

Make work upon ourfelves, for heaven, or hell,

Fhi. Let it be fo : —. Say, where will you aflault ?

jfoH. We from the weft will fend deftruftion

Into this city's bosom.
j4us. I from the north.

Fhi. Our thunder from the fouth

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Baf. ** O prudent difcipline ! From north to fouth ;**

Aujiria and France fhoot in each other's mouth
** I'll ftir them to it Come, away, away !

I . C. Hear us, great kings : vouchfafe a while to ftay.

And I (hall fhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league;

Win you this city without ftroke, or wound;
Refcue those breathing lives to dye in beds.

That here come facrifices for the field

:

Perfever not, but hear me, mighty kings.

JoH. Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to hear.

I . C. That daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch^

Is near to England-, Look upon the years

Of Lenvis the dauphin, and that lovely maid :

If lufty love fliould go in queft of beauty.

Where ftiould he find it fairer than in Blanch?

If zealous love fhould go in fearch of virtue,

Where fliould he find it purer than in Blanch ?

If love ambitious fought a match of birth,

Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch?

Such as fhe is, in beauty, virtue, birth,

Is the young dauphin every way compleat y
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If not eompleat, o fay, he is not flie

;

And (he again wants nothing, to name want.

If want it be not, that (he is not he :

He is the half part of a blefled man.
Left to be finiihed by fuch a {he;

And (he a fair divided excellence.

Whose fulnefs of perfedlion lies in him,

O, two fuch filver currents, when they join.

Do glorify the banks that bound them in :

And two fuch fhores to two fuch ftreams made one.

Two fuch controuling bounds fhall you be, kings^

To these two princes, if you marry them.

This union (hall do more than battery can.

To our faft-closed gates ; for, at this match.

With fwifter fpleen than powder can enforce.

The mouth of paiTage fhall we fling wide ope.

To give you entrance : but, without this match.

The fea enraged is not half fo deaf.

Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks

So free from motion
;
no, not death himfelf

Jn mortal fury half fo peremptory.

As we to keep this city-

Baf. Here's a Hay,

That (hakes the rotten carcafs of old death

•Out of his ra^sl Here's a large mouth, indeed.

That fpits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and feas;

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions,

As maids of thirteen do of puppy dogs !

What cannoneer begot this lufty blood?

He fpeaks plain cannon, (ire, and fmoke, and bounce's^

He gives the ballinado with his tongue

;

Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his.

I of, fay 5 a? fhee 19 V, Nots^
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But buffets better than a fift ofFrance :

*Zounds, I was never fo bethumpt with words.

Since I firft call'd my brother's father, dad. [match
Eli. *' Son,[/ojoh.] lift to thisconjundlion, make this

Give with our neice a dowry large enough f*

•* For by this knot thou fhalt fo furely tie"

** Thy now unfurM aflurance to the crown,'*

That yon green boy fhall have no fun to ripe**

The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit."

** I fee a yielding in the looks France
i'*

Mark, how they whifper : urge them, while their fouls'*

*' Are capable of this ambition

Left zeal, now melted, by the windy breath'*

Of foft petitions, pity, and remorfe,"
** Cool and congeal again to what it was."

I. C. Why anfwer not the double majefties

This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ?

Phi. Speak^«^/«//^/ firft, that hath been forward firft:

To fpeak unto this city ; _What fay you ?

JoH. If that the dauphin there, thy princely fon.

Can in this
"f"

book of beauty read, I love.

Her dowry fhall weigh equal with a queen

:

For Anjou^ and fair Touraine, Maine, Poitiers,

And all that we upon this fide the fea

(Except this city now by us befieg'd)

Find liable to our crown and dignity.

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions.

As (he in beauty, education, blood,

Holds hand with any princefs of the world.

Phi. What fay'ft thou, boy ? look in the lady's face.

LEty, I do, my lord ; and in hor eye I find
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A wonder, or a wond*rous miracle,

The fhadow of myfelf form'd in her eye ;

Which, being but the fhadow of your fon,

Becomes a fun, and makes your fon a fhadow

:

I do proteft, I never lovM myfelf,

'Till now infixed I beheld myfelf.

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.

[courfs in dumb Shefvu.

Baf. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye,

—

Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow,—
And quarter'd in her heart; — he doth efpy

Himfelf love's traitor: This is pity now.
That hang'd, and drawn, and<juarter'd there fliould be?

In fuch a love, fo vile a lout as he.

Bla. My uncle's will, [/oLew Jin this refpe£l, is mine;
If he fee ought in you, that makes him like.

That any thing he fees, which moves his liking,

I can with ease tranflate it to my will;

Or, if you will, (to fpeak more properly)

I will enforce it easily to my love.

Further I will not flatter you, my lord.

That all I fee in you is worthy love.

Than this,— that nothing do I fee in you, [ji^dge)

(Though charliih thoughts themfelves ftiould be your
That I can End fliould merit any hate. [niece?

JoH. What fay these young ones ? What fay you, my
Bla. That fl^e is bound in honour fl:ill to do

What you in wisdom ftill vouchfafe to fay. [lady?

JoH. Speak then, prince dauphin ; can you love this

Leh^. Nay, alk me if I can refrain from love

;

For I do love her moft unfeignedly.

JoH. Then do I give Folquefferiy Tmraine, Maine^

Voi. V. c
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Poitiers, and Anjouy these five provinces,

With her to thee ; and this addition more.
Full thirty thousand marks of Evglijh coin

Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal,

Command thy fon and daughter to join hands, [hands.

Phi. It likes us well Young princes, close your
Av5, And your lips too; for J am well affur'd,

That I did fo, when I was firft aflur'd.

Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates.

Let in that amity which you have made

;

For at faint Marfz chapel, presently.

The rites of marriage lhall be folemniz'd. —

.

Is not the lady Confiance in this troop ?

I know, fhe is not; for this match, made up,

Her presence would have interrupted much :

Where is fhe, and her fon ; tell me, who knows ?

L21V. She is fad and paflionate at your highnefs' tent.

Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that we have made.
Will give her fadnefs very little cure

Brother of England, how may we content

This widow lady? In her right we came

;

Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way,
To our own vantage.

JoH. We will heal up all

:

For we'll create young Arthur duke of Bretagne,

And earl of Richmond', and this rich fair town
We make him lord of._Call the lady Conjlance',

Some fpeedy mefTenger bid her repair

To our folemnity : I trull, we (hall.

If not fill up the measure of her will,

Yet in fome measure fatiffy her fo.

That we lhall ftop her exclamation.
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Go we, as well as hafte will fufFer us,

To this unlook'd-for unprepared pomp.
[Citizens comefrom the Walls', and Exeunt, to the

Ton/jn, the tivo Kings, ana their Pouuers, Lewis,
Austria, Elinor, Blanch, &c.

Baf. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition I

John^ to flop Arthur s title in the whole,

Hath willingly departed with a part

:

And France, (whose armour confcience buckl'd on;
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field.

As God's own foldier) rounded in the ear

With that fame purpose-changer, that fly devil;

That broker, that ftili breaks the pate of faith;

That daily break-vow ; he that wins of all.

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids,

(Who having no external thing to lose

But the word— maid, cheats the poor maid of that)

That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity,"*"

Commodity, the bias of the world

;

The world, who of itfelf is peised well.

Made to run even, upon even ground

;

'Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias>

This fway of motion, this commodity.
Makes it take head from all indilFerency,

From all diredlion, purpose, courfe, intent

:

And this fame bias, this commodity.
This bawd, this broker, this all changing word,
Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France,

Hath drawn him from his own- determined aid,

From a resolv'd and honourable war,

To a moll bafe and vile-concluded peace.

And why rail I on this commodity ?
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But for because he hath not woo'd me yet

:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand,

When his fair angels would falute my palm ;

But for my hand, as unattempted yet.

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles [ am a beggar, I will rail.

And fay, — there is no fm, but to be rich;

And being rich, my virtue then (hall be.

To fay,— there is no vice, but beggary :

Since kings break faith upon commodity.
Gain, be my lord ; for I will worfhip thee. [Exit,

SCENE I. The fame. The French King's Tent,

Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury.

Con, Gone to be marry'd ! gone to fwear a peace

!

Falfe blood to falfe blood join'd ! Gone to be friends!

Shall Lenvis have Blanch? and Blanch those provinces?

It is not fo, thou haft mif fpoke, mif-heard

;

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again :

It cannot be ; thou doft but fay, 'tis fo;

I truft, I may not truft thee; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man

:

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man

;

I have a king's oath to the contrary.

Thou fhalt be punifti'd for thus frighting me,

For I am fick, and capable of fears

;

OpprefT'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears;

A widow, husbandlefs, fubjeft to fears;

A woman, naturally born to fears

:
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And though thou now confefs, thou didft but jeft.

With my vext fpirits I cannot take a truce.

But they will quake and tremble all this day.

What doft thou mean by lhaking of thy head?
Why doft thou look fo fadly on my fon ?

What means that hand upon that breaft of thine ?

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum.
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ?

Be these fad figns confirmers of thy words ?

Then fpeak again ; not all thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

SjiL. As true, as, I believe, you think them falfe,

That give you cause to prove my faying true.

Con. O, if thou teach me to believe this forrow,

Teach thou this forrow how to make me die ;

And let belief and life encounter fo,

As doth the fury of two defperate men,
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die.

Leuois marry Blanch ! o, boy, then where art thou ?

France friend with England ! what becomes of me? —
Fellow, be gone; 1 cannot brook thy fight

;

The news hath made thee a moft ugly man.
Sai. What other harm have I, good lady, done,

But fpoke the harm that is by others done ?

Con. Which harm within itfelf fo heinous is.

As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it.

Art. I do befeech you, madam, be content.

Cojv. If thou, that bid'ft me be content, wert grim,

Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb.
Full of unpleasing blots, and fightlefs ftains.

Lame, foolilh, crooked, fwart, prodigious,

Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks,

c 3
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I would not care, I then would be content

;

For then I fhould not love thee; no, nor thou
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown,
pat thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear boy.

Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great

:

Of nature's gifts thou may'll with lillies boaft.

And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, o I

She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee;

She adulterates hourly with thine undejohn ;

And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France

To tread down fair refpeft of fovereignty,

And made his majefty the bawd to theirs.

France is a bawd to fortune, and king John ;

That ftrumpet fortune, that usurping yc/:'«

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forfworn ?

Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone.

And leave those woes alone, which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me, madam,
I may not go without you to the kings.

Cov. Thou may'ft, thou (halt, I will not go with thee

:

I win inftruft my forrows to be proud ;

For grief is proud, and makes his owner ftoop.

To me, and to the ftate of my great grief.

Let kings aflemble; for my grief's fo great.

That no iupporter but the huge firm earth

\thro^ir!g herfeJf upon it.

Can hold it up : here I and forrows fit;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

flourijh. Enter the fwo Kings ^ and their Jrain ; Blanch,
Lewis, Elinor, Ballard, and Austria.

fm. 'Tis true, fair daughter; and this blefTed day
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Ever in France (hall be kept feftival

:

To folemnize this day, the glorious fun

Stays in his courfe, and plays the alchymift;

Turning, with fplendor of his precious eye.

The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold

:

The yearly courfe, that brings this day about.

Shall never fee it but a holy-day.

Con . A wicked day, [rising.^ and not a holy day

:

What hath this day deserved, what hath it done;
That it in golden letters ftiould be fet,

Among the high tides, in the kalendar ?

Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week

;

This day of fhame, oppreffion, perjury.

Or, if it mufl: ftand flill, let wives with child

Pray, that their burthens may not fall this day.

Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft:

But on this day, let feamen fear no wreck;
No bargains break, that are not this day made:
This day, all things begun come to ill end

;

Yea, faith itfelf to hollow falfiiood change !

Phi. By heaven, lady, you ftiall have no cause

To curfe the fair proceedings of this day :

Have 1 not pawn'd to you ray majefty ?

Cow, You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit.

Resembling majefty ; which, being touch'd, and try*d

Proves valuelefs : You are forfworn, forfwom ;

You came in arms to fpill mine enemies* blood.

But now in arms you ftrengthen it with yours;

The grapling vigour and rough frown of war
Is clad in amity and painted peace.

And our opprelTion hath made up this league

i^rip, arm, you heavens, againft these perjur'd kings

3? cold



3<5 King John.

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens

!

Let not the hours of this ungodly day

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere fun-fet.

Set armed difcord 'twixt these perjur'd kings !

Hear me, o, hear me

!

j^us. Lady Conjiance^ peace.

Coin, War, war, no peace; peace is to me a war.

O Lymoges, o Aujiria, thou doll (hame
That bloody fpoil : Thou fiave, thou wretch, thou coward

;

Thou little valiant, great in villany ;

Thou ever ftrong upon the ilronger fide ;

Thou fortune's champion, that doft never fight

But when her humorous ladyfliip is by

To teach thee fafety ; thou art perjur'd too,

'And footh'ft up greatnefs. What a fool art thou,

A ramping fool; to brag, and llamp, and fvvear.

Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded flave.

Haft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide?

Been Iworn my foldier? bidding me depend

Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ftrength ?

And doft thou now fall over to my foes ?

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doft' it for ftiame,

And hang a calf's-fkin on those recreant limbs.

Jus, O, that a man fhould fpeak those words to me !

£af. And hang a calf's &in on those recreant lim.bs.

j4us. Thou dar'ft not fay fo, villain, for thy life.

Baf. And hang a calf's-fkin on those recreant limbs,

JoH. We like not this ; thou doft forget thyfelf.

Enter Pandulph, attended.

Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope.

Pan. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven! —
To thee, king Johuy my holy errand is.

3 daies
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I Pandulpby of fair Milan cardinal,

And from pope Innocent the legate here.

Do, in his name, religioufly demand.

Why thou againft the church, our holy mother.

So wilfully deft fpurn ; and, force perforce.

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbifliop

Of Canterbury, from that holy fee ?

This, in our 'forefaid holy father's name.

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

JoH. What earthly name to interrogatories

Can tafk the free breath of a facred king ?

Thou canfi: not, cardinal, devise a name
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous.

To charge me to an anfwer, as the pope

:

Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England:

Add thus much more,— That no Italian priell

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions

;

But as we under heaven are fupreme head,

So, under him, that great fupremacy,

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold.

Without the afliftance of a mortal hand

:

So tell the pope ; all reverence fet apart.

To him, and his usurp'd authority.

Phi. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this.

JoH. Though you, and all the kings ofchriftendom^

Are led fo grofly by this medling priell.

Dreading the curfe that money may buy out

;

And, by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duft,

Purchaie corrupted pardon of a man.
Who, in that fale, fells pardon from himfelf:

Though you, and all the reft, fo grofly led,

This jugling witchcraft with revenue cherifli
i.

10 earthie Ji tall the
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Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose
iVgainft the pope, and count his friends my foes.

PyiN. Then, by the lawful power that I have.

Thou fnalt ftand curft, and excommunicate :

And blefTed fhall he be, that doth revolt

From his allegiance to an heretick

;

And meritorious (hall that hand be call'd.

Canonized, and vvorfhip'd as a faint.

That takes away by any fecret courfe

Thy hateful life.

CoA'. O, lawful let it be,

That I have room with Rome to curfe a while

!

Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen.
To my keen curfes ; for, without my wrong.

There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right.

P^N. There's law and warrant, lady, for my curfe.

Con. And for mine too; when law can do no right,

Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong :

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ;

For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law:

Therefore, fince law itfelf is perfeft wrong.

How can the law forbid my tongue to curfe ?

Pj^n. Philip of France y on peril of a curfe.

Let go the hand of that arch-heretick ;

And raise the power of France upon his head,

Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rotne,

El I. Look'll; thou pale, France? do not let go thy hand.

Con. Look to that, devil ; left that France repent,

And, by difjoining hands, hell lose a foul.

Jus. King Philip, liften to the cardinal.

]^af. And hang a calf's-lkin on his recreant limbs.

4us. Well, ruffian, I muft pocket up these vvrpi^gs.
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Because-^

Ba/. Your breeches beft may carry them,

JoH. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the cardinal ?

Con. What (hould he fay, but as the cardinal?

LEtf. Bethink you, father ; for the difference

Is, purchafe of a heavy curfe from Rome,

Or the light lofs ofEngland for a friend :

Forego the easier.

Bla. That's the curfe of Rome.

Con. O LenviSf Hand faft ; the devil tempts thee here.

In likenefs of a new untrimmed bride.

Bla. The lady Conjiance fpeaks not from her faith.

But from her need.

Con. O, if thou grant my need.

Which only lives but by the death of faith.

That need muft needs infer this principle,—

That faith would live again by death of need :

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up;
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down.

'JoH. The king is mov'd, and anfwers not to this.

Con. O, be remov'd from him, and anfwer well.

Aus. Do fo, king Philip \ hang no more in doubt.

Baf. Hang nothing but a calf's-fkin, moft fweet lout.

Phi. I am perplex'd, and know not what to fay.

Pan. Whatcan'ft thou fay, but will perplex thee more.
If thou ftand excommunicate, and curft ?

Phi. Good reverend father, make my perfon yours,

And tell me, how you would bellow yourfelf.

This royal hand and mine are newly knit;

And the conjundlion of our inward fouls

Marry'd in league, coupl'd and link'd together

With all religious ftrength of f^cr^^ vovy? i
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The lateft breath, that gave the found of words.
Was deep-fworn faith, peace, amity, true love.

Between our kingdoms, and our royal felves :

And even before this truce, but new before,

—

No longer than we well could wafh our hands,
To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

—

Heaven knows, they were befmear'd and over-flain'd

With {laughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incenfed kings :

And fhall these hands, fo lately purg'd of blood.

So newly joinM in love, fo ftrong in both,

Unyoke this feisure, and this kind regreet?

Play faft and loofe with faith r fo jeft with heaven.

Make fuch unconftant children of ourfelves.

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ;

Unfwear faith fworn ; and on the marriage bed
Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft.

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true fincerity? O holy fir.

My reverend father, let it not be fo

:

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose
Some gentle order; and then we ftiall he bleft

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.

Pj^n. All form is formlefs, order orderlefs,

Save what is opposite to England'' s love.

Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church!

Or let the church, our mother, breath her curfe,

A mother's curfe, on her revolting fon.

Fra72ce, thou may'll hold a ferpent by the tongue,

A chafed lion by the mortal paw,

A failing tiger fafer by the tooth,

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doft hold.

3<^ cafca
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Phi. I may difjoin
~t"
my hand, but not my faith.

Pjn: So mak'ft thou faith an enemy to faith;

And, like a civil war, fet'ft oath to oath.

Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O, let thy vow
Firft made to heaven, firft be to heaven performM

;

That is, to be the champion of our church !

What fince thou fvvor'ft, is fvvorn againft thyfelf;

And may not be performed by thyfelf

:

For that which thou haft fworn to do amifs.

Is yet amifs when it is truly done

;

And being not done, where doing tends to ill.

The truth is then moft done not doing it:

The better aft of purposes miftook

Is, to miftake again ; though indiredl.

Yet indireftion thereby grov/s direfl.

And falftiood falftiood cures ; as fire cools fire.

Within the fcorched veins of one new burn'd.

It is religion, that doth make vows kept;

But thou haft fworn againft religion :

By which, thou fwear'ft againft the thing thou fwear'ft bg;

And mak'ft an oath the furety for thy truth

Againft an oath, the truth thou art unfure.

Who fwears, fwears only not to be forfworn ;
—•

Elfe, what a mockery fhould it be, to fwear ?
—

But thou doft fwear only to be forfworn ;

And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear.

Therefore, thy latter vows againft thy firft

Is in thyfelf rebellion to thyfelf

:

And better conqueft never canft thou make.
Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler parts

Againft these giddy loofe fuggeftions.

Upon which better part our prayers come in.

»o Is not a- By what thou To fv/earc,
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Jf thou vouchfafe them : but, if not, then, knov^^

The peril of our curfes light on thee ;

So heavy, as thou fhalt nor (hake them off.

But, in defpair, die under their black weight.

j^us. Rebellion, flat rebellion.

Baf. Wilt not be ?

Will not a calf's fkin flop that mouth of thine?

Leit. Father, to arms

!

Bl^. Upon thy wedding day ?

Againft the blood that thou haft married ?

What, (hall our feaft be kept with flaughter'd men ?

Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlilh drums,—
Clamours of hell,— be measures to our pomp?
O, husband, hear me ! aye, alack, how new
Is husband in my mouth! _ even for that name.
Which 'till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce^

Upon my
"t"

knee I beg, go not to arms

Againft mine uncle.

Con. O, upon my ~}~ knee.

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee.

Thou virtuous dauphin, alter not the doom
Fore-thought by heaven.

Bl^. Now lhall I fee thy love; What motive may
Be ftronger with thee than the name of wife ?

Con. That which upholdeth him that thee upholds^

His honour ;_-0, thine honour, Le^isy thine honour!
LEtv. 1 muse, your majefty doth feem fo cold.

When fuch profound refpefts do pull you on

Pan. 1 will denounce a curfe upon his head. [thee.

Phi. Thou (halt not need : —England, I will fall from
Con. O fair return of banifh'd majefty !

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconftancy I
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Jok, France^ thou fhaltrue this hour within this hour.

Baf, Old time the clock-fetter, that bald fexton time.

Is it as he will? well then, France fhall rue.

Biyi. The fun's o'er-caft with blood ; Fair day, adieu

!

Which is the fide that [ muft go withal ?

I am with both : each army hath a hand ;

And, in their rage, I having hold of both.

They whirl afunder, and difmember me.

Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win ;

Uncle, I needs muft pray that thou may'ft lose;

Father, I may not wifh the fortune thine ;

Grandame, 1 will not wifh thy wifhes thrive :

Whoever wins, on that fide (hall I lose

;

Affured lofs, before the match be play'd.

Lejv. Lady, with me; with me thy fortune lives.

Bla. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies.

yoH. Cousin, go draw our puiffance together

France, I am burn'd up with inflaming wrath ;

A rage, whose heat hath this condition.

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood.

The blood, and deareft-valu'd blood, of France.

Phi. Thy rage lhall burn thee up, and thou (halt turn

To afhes, ere our blood fhall quench that fire :

Look to thyfelf, thou art in jeopardy.

JoH. Nomore;hanhethatthreat3.^Toarms,let'shie!

SCENE II. The fame. FieU of Battle.

Alarums, as of a Battlejoind; Excurfons :

Enter Baftard, ivith a Head.

Baf. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot;

Some airy devil hovers in the fky.

And pours down mifchief. Aufirid% head, lie"]" there.;

15 lies
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While ?htlip breaths. [Alaru?ns»

Enter King John, nvith Arthur, Prisoner

;

Hubertfolkuoing, [up ;

JoH. '^t)my Hubert, keep this boy :— Philip, make
My mother is affailed in our tent.

And ta*en, 1 fear.

Baf. My lord, I refcu'd her

;

Her highnefs is in fafety, fear you not

:

But on, my liege; for very little pains

Will bring this labour to a happy end. [Exeunt^

SCENE in. Thefame.
Alarums ;

Excurjjons ; ajter^ward, a Retreat.

Flourijh. Enter King John, and Elinor; Baftard,

Arthur, Hubert, Lords Sec. [hind,

JoH. So fhall it be ; [to Eli.] your grace (hall ftay be-

So ftrongly guarded, — Cousin, look not fad :

Thy grandame loves thee; and thy uncle will

As dear be to thee as thy father was.

Art. O, this will make my mother die with grief.

JoH. Cousin, away for Eng/and; halle before :

And, ere our coming, fee thou (hake the bags

Of hoarding abbots; ti)Zit imprison'd angels

Set tijou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace

Muft by the hungry now be fed upon

:

Use our commiffion in his utmoft force.

Baf. Bell book and candle lhall not drive me back,

When gold and filver becks me to come on.

I leave your highnefs Grandame, I will pray

{If ever I remember to be holy)

For your fair fafety ; fo I kifs your hand.

El J. Farewel, gentle cousin.
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JoH. Coz, farewel. [Exit Baftard*

Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark, a word.

[to Arthur, draiving him ajid<

JoH. Come hither, Hubert» O my gentle Hubert,

We owe thee much ; within this wall of fleih

There is a foul, counts thee her creditor.

And with advantage means to pay thy love :

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherilhed.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to fay,-^

But I will fit it with fome better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almoft aftiam'd

To fay what good refpeft I have of thee.

Hub . I am much bounden to your majefty.

jfoH. Good friend, thou haft no cause to fay fo yet s

But thou lhalt have ; and creep time ne'er fo flow.

Yet it fhall come, for me to do thee good.

1 had a thing to fay,— But let it go :

The fun is in the heaven ; and the proud day.

Attended with the pleasures of the world.

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds.
To give me audience : If the midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drouzy race of night

;

If this fame were a church-yard where we ftand.

And thou possefled with a thousand wrongs

;

Or if that furly fpirit, melancholy.

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick;

(Which, elfe, runs tickling up and down the veins;

Making that ideot, laughter, keep mens' eyes,

And ftrain their cheeks to idle merriment,

A palfion hateful to my purposes)

> J tune a4 oa into
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Or if that thou could'ft fee me without eyes^

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply

Without a tongue, using conceit alone.

Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of words;
Then, in defpight of broad-ey'd watchful day,

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts

:

But, ah, I will not: Yet 1 love thee well;

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'ft me well.

Hub. So well, that, what you bid me undertake.

Though that my death were adjundl to my adl,

By heaven, I Vv^ould do it.

JoH. Do not I know, thou would'ft?

Good Hubert^ Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye

On yon "["young boy: I'll tell thee what, my friend.

He is a very ferpent in my way;
And, wherefoe'er this foot of mine doth tread.

He lies before me: Deft thou underftand me?
Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I'll keep him fo,

That he fhall not offend your majefty.

JoH. Death.

Hub. My lord?

JoH. A grave.

Hub . He fhall not live.

JoH, Enough.

I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee

;

Well, I'll not fay what I intend for thee :

Remember— Madam, fare you well

:

I'll fend those powers o'er to your majefty,

Eli. My blefilng go with thee 1

JoH. For Englatid, cousin, go :

Hubert ih^ll be your man, attend on you
•

1 brooded
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With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho! [Exeunt-

SCENE IV. rhefame. The French Camp.

Enter King Philip, Lewis, and Pandulph.
Phi. So, by a roaring tempeft on the flood,

A whole armado of colleded fail

Is fcatter'd, and difjoin'd from fellowfliip.

Pan, Courage, and comfort I all (hall yet go well.

Phi. What can go well, when we have run fo ill?

Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loft f

Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends flain ?

And bloody England into England gone,

O'er-bearing interruption, fpite of France F

Lepv. What he hath won, that hath he fortify'd

:

So hot a fpeed with fuch advice difpos'd.

Such temperate order in fo fierce a courfe.

Doth want example ; Who hath read, or heard.

Of any kindred adlion like to this ?

Phi. Well could I bear that England had this praise,

So we could find fome pattern of our fhame.

Enter Lady Constance, her Hair diJhe<vePd,

Look, who comes here! a grave unto a foul ;

Holding the eternal fpirit, againft her will.

In the vile prison of afflifted breath : —
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me.

Con. Lo, now ! now fee the iffue of your peace!

Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle Conjiance!

Con. No, I defy all counfel, all redrefs.

But that, which ends all counfel, true redrefs.

Death, death : __0 amiable lovely death !

Thou odoriferous ftench ! found rottennefs

!

Arise forth from the couch of lafting night,

6 convi^led i6 a caufe
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Thou hate and terror to profperity,

And I will kifs thy deteftable bones

;

And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows

;

And ring these fingers with thy houfhold worms

;

And flop this gap of breath with fulfome duft.

And be a carrion monfter like thyfelf :

Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou fmil'il.

And bufs thee as thy wife : Misery's love,

O, come to me !

Phi, O fair afHidion, peace.

Con. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :—
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth 1

Then with a paffion would I lhake the world

;

And rouse from fleep that fell anatomy,
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice.

Which fcorns a modern invocation.

Pjii^. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow.

Con. Thou art not holy, to bely me fo;

I am not mad : this hair, 1 "|"tear, is mine;
My name is Cov^ance; I was Geffrey s wife;

Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loft

:

I am not mad ; _I would to heaven, I were

!

For then, 'tis like, I fhould forget myfelf

:

O, if I could, what grief Ihould I forget?—
Preach fome philofophy to make me mad,
And thou fhalt be canoniz'd, cardinal

;

For, being not mad, but fenfible of grief.

My reasonable part produces reason

How I may be deliver'd of these woes,

And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf

:

If I were mad, I fliould forget my fon ;

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he :
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I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calamity.

Phi. Bind up those treffes : _ O, what love I note

In the fair multitude of those her hairs

!

Where but by chance a filver drop hath fallen.

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends

Do glew themfelves in fociable grief;

Like true, infeparable, faithful loves.

Sticking together in calamity.

Con. To England^ if you will.

Fui. Bind up your hairs.

Coti, Yes, that I will; And wherefore will I do it.'

I tore them from their bonds ; and cry'd aloud,

O, that these hands couldfo redeem my Jon,

As they hanje gi'ven these hairs their liberty !

But now I envy at their liberty.

And will again commit them to their bonds.

Because my poor child is a prisoner. _
And, father cardinal, I have heard you fay.

That we fhall fee and know our friends in heaven

;

If that be, I (hall fee my boy again ;

For, fmce the birth of Cain^ the lirft male-child.

To him that did but yefterday fufpire,

There was not fuch a gracious creature born.

But now will canker forrow eat my bud.

And chafe the native beauty from his cheek,

And he will look as hollow as a ghoft,

As dim and meager as an ague*s fit,

And fo he'll die ; and, rising fo again,

When I fliall meet him in the court of heaven

I fliall not know him : therefore never, never

Muft I behold my pretty Arthur more.

6 fiends 41 be true, \



King ]ohn.

Pah, You hold too heinous a refpeft of grief.

Con. He talks to me, that never had a Ton.

Phi, You are as fond of grief, as of your child.

Con Grief fills the room up of my abfent child.

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me

;

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words.
Remembers me of all his gracious parts,

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ;

Then, have I reason to be fond of grief

Fare you well : had you fuch a lofs as f,

I could give better comfort than you do.

—

I will not keep this form upon my head,

[^throiving a<way her Head- drefs.

When there is fuch diforder in my wit.

O lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon

!

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world!

My widow-comfort, and my forrows' cure

!

Phi, I fear fome outrage, and I'll follow her.

[Exit K.?Hi,
Letv There's nothing in this world, can makemejoy:

Life js as tedious as a twice-told tale.

Vexing the dull ear of a drowzy man ;

And bitter lhame hath fpoil'd the fweet world's tafte.

That it yields nought, but fhame, and bitternefs.

Pan, Before the curing of a ftrong disease.

Even in the inftant of repair and health.

The fit is flrongeft ; evils, that take leave.

On their departure moll of all fhew evil

:

What have you loll by losing of this dav ?

Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs.

If you had won it, certainly, you had.

^4 woids
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No, no : when fortune means to men moft good,

She looks upon them with a threat'ning eye.

'Tis ftrange, to think how much kingjo^n hath loft

In this which he accounts fo clearly won :

Are not you griev'd, thztJn/^ur is his prisoner ?

LEfp". As heartily, as he is glad he hath him.

PjIN. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood.

Now hear me fpeak, with a prophetick fpirit;

For even the breath of what I mean to fpeak

Shall blow each dufl-, each ftraw, each little rub.

Out of the path which Ihall diredlly lead

Thy foot to England's throne : and, therefore, mark.

John hath feiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be.

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins,

The mifplac'd John fhould entertain an hour.

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of reft:

A fcepter, fnatch'd with an unruly hand,

Muft be as boift'roufly maintain'd as gain'd :

And he, that ftands upon a flippery place,

Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up :

Th2Lt John may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall ;

So be it, for it cannot be but fo.

Leu^. But what fhall I gain by young Arthur's fall ?

PuiN. You, in the right of lady Blanch your wife.

May then make all the claim that Arthur did.

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.

Pai^. Howgreen you are, and frefli in this old worldl
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That none fo fmall advantage fliall ftep forth.

To check his reign, but they will cherilh it

:

No natural exhalation in the Iky,

No fcape of nature, no diftemperM day.

No common wind, no cuftomed event,

But they will pluck away his natural cause,

And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns.

Abortives, prefages, and tongues of heaven.

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lew, May be, he will not touch young Arthur's life,

But hold himfelf fafe in his prisonment.

PjtN. O, fir, when he fhall hear of your approach.

If that young Arthur be not gone already,

Even at that news he dies : and then the hearts

Of all his people lhall revolt from him ;

And kifs the lips of unacquainted change;

And pick ftrong matter of revolt, and wrath.

Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John.
Methinks, I fee this hurly all on foot

;

And, o, what better matter breeds for you,

Than I have nam'd ! the baftard Faulccnbri^ge

Is now in England, ranfacking the church.

Offending charity : If but a dozen French

"Were there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thousand Englijh to their fide j

Or, as a little fnow, tumbl'd about.

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble dauphin,

Go with me to the king : 'Tis wonderful,

What may be wrought out of their difcontent

;

Now that their fouls are top-full of offence,

for England go ; I will whet on the king.

l^Eiv. Strong reasons make ftrong ai^ions; Let us go

4 fcope 3i xn^kcs
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If you fay, ay, the king will not fay, no. [Exeunt,

ACT IV.
SCENE I. Northampton. A Room in the Cajlle,

Enter Hubert, and certain Officers of the Cajile,

Bub . Heat me these =}= irons hot ; and look thou ftand

Within the arras : when 1 ftrike my foot

Upon the bosom of the ground, rufli forth

;

And bind the boy, which you fhall find with me,
Faft to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch.

1.0 r hope, your warrant will bear out the deed.

JHuB Uncleanly fcruples ! Fear not you : look to't. —
[Exeunt Ofiicers.

Young lad, come forth ; I have to fay with you.

Enter Arthur.
jRt. Good morrow, Hubert,

Hub. Good morrow, little prince.

Ari". As little prince, having fo great a title

To be more prince, as may be. You are fad.

Hub, Indeed, I have been merrier.

Art. Mercy on me!
Methinks, no body fhould be fad, but T

:

Yet, I remember, when I was in France^

Young gentlemen would be as fad as night,

Only for wantonnefs. By my chriftendom.

So I were out of prison, and kept fheep,

I fliould be as merry as the day is long;

And fo . would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle praftices more harm to me

;

He is afraid of me, and 1 of hini

;
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Is it my fault, that I was Geffrey's fon ?

No, indeed, is't not; And 1 would to heaven,

I were your fon, fo you would love me, Hubert.

Hub. " If I talk to him, with his innocent prate'*

** He will awake my mercy, which lies dead
Therefore [ will be fudden, and difpatch."

Art. Are you fick, Hubert? you look pale to-day :

In footh, I would you were a little fick

;

That I might fit all night, and watch with you:
I warrant, I love you more than you do me.

'

Hub . His words do take possefTion ofmy bosom."—
Read ={= here, youncr Arthur " How how, foolifli rheuml"
" Turning difpiteous torture out of door:'*
" I muft be brief ; lell resolution drop"
*' Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifh tears.'"

—

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ?

JrT. Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul elfeft :

Muft you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes?

Hub. Young boy, J muft.

JrT. And will you ?

Hub. And I will. [ake.

Art. Have you the heart r When your head did but

I knit my handkerchief about your brows,

(The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me)
And 1 did never afe. it you again :

And with my hand at midnight held your head ;

And, like the watchful minutes to the hour.

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time ;

Saying, What lack you r and, Where lies your grief?

Or, What good love may I perform for you ?

JVIany a poor man's fon would have lain ftill,

Ar*d ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you i
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But you at your fick fervice had a prince.

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love.

And call it, cunning: Do, an if you will :

If heaven be pleas'd that you mull: use me ill.

Why, then you muft. Will you put out mine eyes ?

These eyes, that never did, nor never fhall,

So much as frown on you?
Hub. I have fworn to do it

;

And with hot irons muft I burn them out.

Jkr. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it!

The iron of itfelf, though heat red-hot.

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears

;

And quench his fiery indignation,

Even in the matter of mine innocence:

Nay, after that, confume away in ruft.

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more ftubborn-hard than hammer'd iron?

An if an angel (hould have come to me,
And told me, Hubert Ihould put out mine eyes,

I would not have believ'd him ; no tongue, but Huhert*^^

Hub. Come forth.

Re-enter Officers, nxiitb a Cord^ the Irons, &c.

Do as I bid you do.

Art. O, fave me, Hubert, fave me! my eyes are outj

Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub, Give me the iron, 1 fay, and bind him here.

Art. Alas, what need you be fo boiftrous-rough |

I will not ftruggle, I will Hand ftone-ftill

:

For heaven' fake, Hubert^ let me not be bound !

Nay, hear me, Hubert! drive these men away.

And I will fit as quiet as a lamb

;

I will not ftir, nor winch, nor fpeak a word,

«3 thi?
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Nor look upon the iron angerly

:

Thruft but these men away, and I'll forgive you.

Whatever torment you do put me to.

HiTB. Go, ftand within; let me alone with him.

1.0. I am bell pleas'd to be from fuch a deed.

[Exeunt Officers

j^RT. Alas, I then have chid away my friend;

He hath a ftern look, but a gentle heart : —
Let him come back, that his compaffion may
Give life to yours.

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourfelf.

j^RT. Is there no remedy ?

Hub, None, but to lose your eyes.

j^RT. O heaven!— that there werebut amoth-in yours

A grain, a duft, a gnat, a wand'ring hair,

Any annoyance in that precious fenfe !

Then, feeling what fmall things are boiftrous there.

Your vile intent muft needs feem horrible.

Hub. Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue.

y^RT. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues

Muft needs want pleading for a pair of eyes:

Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert

!

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue.

So I may keep mine eyes; O, fpare mine eyes

;

Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you

!

Lo, by my troth, the inflrument is cold.

And would not harm me.
Hub. I can heat it, boy.

^Rr. No, in good footh ; the fire is dead with grief,

Being create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeserv'd extreams : See elfe yourfelf

;

There is np malice in this *1" burning coles
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The breath of heaven hath blown his fpirit out,

And ftrew'd repentant afhes on his head.

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, boy.

JrT. An if you do, you will but make it blufh.

And glow with Qiame of your proceedings, Hubert

:

Nay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your eyes

;

And, like a dog, that is compeird to fight.

Snatch at his mafter that doth tarre him on.

All things, that you fhould use to do me wrong.
Deny their office -. only you do lack

That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends

;

Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes.

Hub. Well, fee to live ; I will not touch thine eye
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes

;

Yet am I fv.'orn, and I did purpose, boy,

With this fame very iron to burn them out.

Jrt. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while

You were difguised.

Hub. Peace; no more. Adieu;
Your uncle muft not know but you are dead :

I'll fill these dogged fpies with falfe reports.

And, pretty child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure,

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world.

Will not offend thee.

jRr. O heaven ! __I thank you, Hubert.

Hub Silence; no more : Go clofely in with me;
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11. The fame. A Room ofState in the Palace.

Flourijh. Enter King John, crown''

d

; the Lords

Pembroke, Salisbury, and Others
^ attending

:

King takef his Stats.
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JoH. Here once again we fit, once again crown'd>

And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes.

PfM. This once again (but that your highnefs pleas'd)

Was once fuperfluous : you were crown'd before.

And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off

;

The faiths of men ne'er ftained with revolt;

Frefli expedation troubl'd not the land,

With any long'd-for change, or better ftate.

Sal. Therefore, to be posseff'd with double pomp.
To guard a title that was rich before.

To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly,

To throw a perfume on the violet.

To fmooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rain-bow, or with taper-light

To feek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnifti.

Is wafleful, and ridiculous excefs.

Vem. But that your royal pleasure muft be done.

This aft is as an ancient tale new told;

And, in the laft repeating, troublefome.

Being urged at a time unfeasonable.

Sal. In this the antique and well-noted face

Of plain old form is much diffigured :

And, like a (hifted wind unto a fail,

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about;

Startles and frights confideration ;

Makes found opinion fick, and truth fufpeded.

For putting on fo new a falhion'd robe.

Plm, When workmen fl:rive to do better than well,

They do confound their Ikill in covetoufnefs :

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault

Doth make the fault the worfe by the excufe;

As patches, fet upon a little breach,

' againft crown'd
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Difcredit more in hiding of the flaw,

Than did the flaw before it was fo patch'd.

SjIL. To this efFedl, before you were new-crownM,
We breath'd our counfel : but it pleas'd your highnefs

To over bear it; and we are all well pleas'd;

Since all and every part of what we would
Doth make a ftand at what your highnefs will,

yoH. Some reasons of this double coronation

I have possefl!''d you with, and think them fl:rong;

And more, more ftrong, (then lefl^er is my fear)

I (hall endue you with : Mean time, but afk

What you would have reform'd, that is not well;

And well fhall you perceive, how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requefts.

Pem. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these.

To found the purposes of all their hearts)

Both for myfelf and them, (but, chief of all.

Your fafety; for the which myfelf and them
Bend their befl: ftudies) heartily requeft

The enfranchisement of Arthur; whose reflraint

Doth move the murmuring lips of difcontent

To break into this dangerous argument,

—

If, what in reft you have, in right you hold.

Why then your fears (which, as they fay, attend

The fteps of wrong) fhould move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choak his days

With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise :

That the time's enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our fuit.

That you have bid us afk his liberty;

Which for our goods we do no further afk,

J the fault,
I
Than did the fault
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Than whereupon our weal (on you depending)

Counts it your weal, he have his liberty.-

Enter Hubert.
JoH, Let it be fo; I do commit his youth

*to your direftion. _> Hubert y what news with you ?

[taking him apart

^

Pem. This is the man, fhould do the bloody deed

;

He ftiew'd his warrant to a friend of mine :

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye, that clofe afpedl of his

Does (hew the mood of a much-troubl'd bread;

And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done.

What we fo fear'd he had a charge to do.

SjiL. The colour of the king doth come and go.

Between his purpose and his confcience.

Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fet

:

His paflion is fo ripe, it needs muft break.

Pem. And, when it breaks, I fear, will iiTue thence

The foul corruption of a fweet child's death.

yoH. We cannot hold mortality's ftrong hand :

[turning to the Lords,

Good lords, although my will to give is living,

The fuit which you demand is gone and dead;

He tells us, Arthur is deceaf'd to-night.

SjIL, Indeed, we fear'd, his ficknefs was paft cure.

Pem. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was.

Before the child himfelf felt he was fick :

This muft be anfwer'd, either here, or hence.

JoH. Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on me ?

Think you, 1 bear the Ihears of deftiny ?

Have I commandment on the pulfe of life }

Sal. It is apparent foul play; and 'tis lhame.

II Doe
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That greatnefs fliould fo grofly offer it :—

^

So thrive it in your game ! and fo farewel.

Pem, Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I'll go with thee.

And find the inheritance of this poor child.

His little kingdom of a forced grave.

That blood, which ow'd the breadth of all this isle.

Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while 1

This muft not be thus born ; this will break out

To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt.

[Exeunt Lords.

yoH, " They burn in indignation; I repent
** There is no fure foundation fet on blood;"

No certain life atchiev'd by others' death/*—
Enfer a Meffenger.

A fearful eye thou haft ; Where is that blood

That I have feen inhabit in those cheeks ?

So foul a Iky clears not without a ftorm :

Pour down thy weather ; How goes all in France?

Mcf. From France to England" Never fuch a power.
For any foreign preparation.

Was levy'd in the body of a land

!

The copy of your fpeed is learn'd by them

;

For, when you ftiould be told, they do prepare.

The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd.

JoH. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ?
Where hath it flept ? Where is my mother's care

;

That fuch an army could be drawn in France,

And Ihe not hear of it ?

Mef. My liege, her ear

Is ftopt with duft ; the firft of april, dy'd

Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord.

The lady Conjlance in a frenzy dy'd

'9 v« ^4 comes

Vol. V. E
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Three days before : but this from rumour's tongu©

I idly heard ; if true, or falfe, I know not.

JoH. Withhold thy fpeed, dreadful occasion!

O, make a league with me, 'till I have pleas'd

My difcontented peers! What! mother dead ?

How wildly then walks my eftate in France?

Under whose condudl came those powers of France^

That, thou for truth giv'ft out, are landed here ?

Me/, Under the dauphin.

£///^r Baftard , P E T E R c/' Pomfret.

JoH, Thou haft made me giddy
With these ill tidings. Now, what fays the world

To your proceedings ? do not feek to liufF

My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Baf. But, if you be afeard to hear the worft.

Then let the worft, unheard, fall on your head.

JoH* Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz'd
Under the tide : but now I breath again

Aloft the flood ; and can give audience

To any tongue, fpeak it of what it will.

Baf» How I have fped among the clergymen.

The fums I have colleded lhall exprefs.

But, as 1 travel'd hither through the land,

I find the people ftrangely fantafy'd

;

PossefT'd with rumours, full of idle dreams

;

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear :

And here's"]" a prophet, that I brought with me
From forth the ftreets ofPom/ret, whom I found

With many hundreds treading on his heels

;

To whom he fung, in rude harfh-founding rimes,

That, ere the next afcenfion -day at noon,

Your highnefs fhould deliver up your crowa.
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yoH, Thou idle dreamer,wherefore did'fl: thou fay fo ?

Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo.

JoH. Hubert, away with him ; imprison him ;

And on that day at noon, whereon, he fays,

I fliall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd :

Deliver him to fafety, and return.

For I muft use thee. — O my gentle cousin^

[Exit Hubert, nvith Peter.

Hear'H thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd ?

Baf. The /r^^fi', my lord; men's mouths are full ofit.

Eefides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury,

(With eyes as red as new-enkindl'd fire)

And others more, going to feek the grave

Of Arthur, who, they fay, is kill'd to-night

On your fuggeftion.

JoH. Gentle kinsman, go.

And thruft thyfelf into their companies

:

I have a way to win their loves again

;

Bring them before me,

Baf. I will feek them out.

JoH. Nay, but make hade ; the better foot before .

O, let me have no fubjedl enemies,

When adverfe foreigners aiTright my tov/ns

With dreadful pomp of Rout invasion !

Be Mercury, fet feathers to thy heels

;

And fly, like thought, from them to me again.

Baf. The fpirit of the time ihall teach me fpeed.

S^Exit Baftard.

'Jou, Spoke like a fprightful noble gentleman.
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, (hall need
Some meflenger betwixt me and the peers.

And be thou he.

14 whom
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Me/. With all my heart, my liege. [£;r/VMeirenger.

yoH. My mother dead !

Re-enter Hu b E r T

.

HvB . My lord, they fay, five moons were feen to-night:

Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about

The other four, in wond'rous motion.

'JoH. Five moons ?

HvB, Old men, and beldams, in the ftreets

Do prophefy upon it dangeroufly

:

Young Arthur'*^ death is common in their mouths

:

And when they talk of him, they fhake their heads,

y\nd whifper one another in the ear;

And he, that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrift

;

Whilft he, that hears, makes fearful adlion,

With vvrinkl'd brows, with nods, with rowling eyes.

I faw a fmith ftand with his hammer"]" thus.

The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool.

With open mouth fwallowing a taylor's news ;

Who, with his (hears and measure in his hand,

Standirg on flippers, (which his nimble hafte

Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet)

Told of a many thousand warlike French,

That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent

:

Another lean unwafli'd artificer

Cuts ofi^ his tale, and talks of Arthur^s death.

JoH. Why feek'ft thou to possefs me with these fears?

Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ?

Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a mighty cause

To vvilh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him.

Hub, Had none, my lord ! why, did you not provoke

JoH. It is the curfe of kings, to be attended [me
By flaves, that take their humours for a warrant

30 //. No had (my
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To break withm the bloody houfe of life

:

And, on the winking of authority,

To underftand a law ; to know the meaning
Of dangerous majefty, when, perchance, it frowns

More upon humour than advis*d refpeft.

Hub, Here
"I"

is your hand and feal for what I did,

JoH. O, when the laft account 'twixt heavei^ and earth

Is to be made, then lhall this hand and feal

Witnefs againft us to damnation !

How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds

Makes deeds ill done ? Hadeft not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd.

Quoted, and fign'd, to do a deed of lhame.

This murther had not come into my mind :

But, taking note of thy abhor'd afpedl.

Finding thee fit for bloody villany.

Apt, liable, to be employed in danger,

I faintly broke with thee OiiArthur\ death

;

And thou, to be endeared to a king,

Mad'fl it no confcience to deftroy a prince.

Hub. My lord,—

'JoK. Hadft thou but fhook thy head, or made a pausCa

When I fpake darkly what I purposed;
Or turned an eye of doubt upon my face

;

Or bid me tell my tale in exprefs words

;

Deep lhame had ftruck me dumb, made me break olF,

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me

:

But thou didft underftand me by my figns.

And didft in figns again parly with fm ;

Yea, without ftop, didft let thy heart confent.

And, confequently, thy rude hand to a6l

The de^d, which both our tongues hel4 vile to name,

"Make io Made it a 5 As bid

E3
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Out of my figKt, and never fee me more

!

My nobles leave me ; and my flate is brav*d.

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers

:

Nay, in the body of this fleflily land.

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,

Hcftility and civil tumult reigns

Between my confcience and my cousin's death.

Hub. Arm you againft your other enemies,

I'll make a peace betvv'een your foul and you.

Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine
Is )et a maiden and an innocent hand.

Not painted with the crimson fpots of blood :

Within this bosom never enter'd yet

The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought.

And you have flander'd nature in my form;
Which, howfoever rude exteriorly,

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.

JoH. Doth Arthur live? O, hafte thee to the peer?^

Throw this report on their incenfed rage,

And make them tame to their obedience !

Forgive the comment that my pafTion made
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind,

And foul imaginary eyes of blood

Presented thee more hideous than thou art.

O, anfwer not; but to my closet bring

The angry lords, with all expedient hafle :

I conjure thee but flovvly ; run more faH^. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. Thefame. Before the Cafile,

Enter Arthur on the Walls, difguis d.

Art, The wall is high; and yet will 1 leap down:-.
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Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! —

.

There's few, or none, do know me ; if they did.

This fhip-boy's femblance hath difguisM me quite.

I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs,

I'll find a thousand fhifts to get away

:

As good to die, and go, as die, and ftay.

[leaps f and is fore ^wounded*

O me, my uncle's fpirit is in these ftones !—
Heaven take my foul, and keep my bones! \dies.

Enter the Lords Pembroke, Salisbury, andBiGor,
Sal . Lords, I will meet him at faint Edmondsbury ;

It is our fafety, and we muft embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pem. Who brought that letter from the cardinal?

Sal . The count Melun^ a noble lord of France ;

Whose private with me, of the dauphin's love.

Is much more general than these lines import.

Big, To-morrow morning let us meet him then.

Sal . Or, rather, then fet forward ; for 'twill be
Two long days' journey, lords, or ere wc meet.

Enter Baftard.

Baf. Once more to-day well met, diftemper'd lords I

The king, by me, requefts your presence ftraight.

Sal . The king hath difposseff'd himfelf of us

;

We will not line his thin beftained cloak

With our pure honours, nor attend the foot

That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks

:

Return, and tell him fo ; we know the worft. [bell.

Baf, Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were

Sal . Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now,

Baf. But there is little reason in your grief;



€8 ^King John.

Therefore, 'twere reason, you had manners now.
Pbm. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priviledgc.

Baf. 'Tis true ; to hurt his mafter, no man elfe.

Sal* This is the prison : What is he lies here?

f"
feeing Arthur'/ Body,

Pem, O death, made proud with pure and princely

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed, [beauty!

Sj4L, Murther, as hating what himfelf hath done.

Doth lay it open to urge on reven8:e.

Big. Or, when he doom'd thi:j beauty to a grave.

Found it too precious-princely for a grave.

Suit. Sir ^/Vi'/»r/t', what think you? Have you beheld.

Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ?

Or do you almoft chink» although you fee,

That you do fee? could thought, without this objeft.

Form fuch another? This is the very top,

The heighth, the creft, or creft unto the creft.

Of murther's arras : this is the bloodieft lhame.

The wild eft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke.

That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ftaring rage.

Presented to the tears of foft remorfe.

Pem. All murthers part do ftand excus'd in this

:

Aiid this, fo fole, and fo unmatchable.

Shall give a holinefs, a purity,

To the yet-unbegotten fms of time ;

And prove a deadly blood-fhed but a jeft,

ExampFd by this "f heinous fpedlacle.

Ba/. It is a damned and a bloody work ;

The gracelefs aftion of a heavy hand,

If that it be the work of any hand.

Sj4L. If that it be the work of any hand,—

We had a kind pf light, what would enfue :

>» you have *5 finne of times
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The pradlice, and the purpose, of the king:

From whose obedience I forbid my foul.

Kneeling
"f"

before this ruin of fweet life.

And breathing to his breathlefs excellence

The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow ;

Never to tafte the pleasures of the world.

Never to be infefted with delight,

Nor converfant with ease and idlenefs,

'Till I have fet a glory to this hand,

By giving it the worfhip of revenge.

Pem. Big. Our fouls religioufly confirm thy words.

Enter Hubert, hajlily.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte in feeking you:
Arthur doth live ; the king hath fent for you.

Sal. O, he is bold, and bluflies not at death

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone !

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal. Muft I rob the law ?

Baf, Your fword is bright, fir
; put it up again.

Sal. Not *till T fheath it in a murtherer's fkin.

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, ftand back, I fay

;

By heaven, I think, my fvvord's as lharp as yours

:

I would not have you, lord, forget yourfelf.

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence

;

Left I, by marking of your rage, forget

Your worth, your greatnefs, and nobility.

Big, Out, dunghill! dar'ft thou brave a nobleman ?

Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend

My innocent life againft an emperor,

Sal. Thou art a murtherer.

Hub. Do not prove me fo;
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Yet T am none : Whose tongue foe'er fpeaks falle.

Not truly fpeaks ; who fpeaks not truly, lies.

Pem. Cut him to pieces.

Baf. Keep the peace, I fay.

SuiL. Stand by, or 1 fhall gaul you, Faukonhridge,

Baf. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury:

If thou but frown on me, or flir thy foot.

Or teach thy hafty fpleen to do me ftiame,

}*11 flrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime;

Or I'll fo maul you and your toafting-iron,

That you (hall think the devil is come from hell.

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ?

Second a villain, and a murtherer ?

Hub, hgrdBigof, I am none.

Big. Who kill'd thisf prince ?

HuB» 'Tis not an hour fmce 1 left him well

:

I honoured him, I lov'd him ; and will weep
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lofs.

Sal. Turfc not those cunning waters of his eyes.

For villany is not without fuch rheum ;

And he, long traded in it, makes it feem
Like rivers of reniorfe and innocency.

_Away, with me, all you v^hose fouls abhor
The uncleanly favours of a ilaughter-houfe ;

For I am ilifl'd with this fmell of fm !

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the dauphin there !

Fem. There, tell the king, he may enquire us out.

[Exeunt Lords.

Baf. Here's a good world ! _ Knew you of this fair

Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach [work?
Of mercy, if thou didfl this deed of death.

Art thou damn'd, Huueri,
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Hub* Do but hear me, fir.

Baf. Ha ! ril tell thee what

;

Thou'rt damn'd as black— nay, nothing is fo black ;

Thou art more deep damned than prince Lucifer :

There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell

As thou flialt be, if thou didft kill this
"t"

child.

Hub . Upon my foul,—

Baf If thou didft but confent

To this moft cruel aft, do but defpair.

And, if thou want'fl: a cord, the fmalleft thread

That ever fpider twilled from her womb
Will ferve to ftrangle thee ; a rufh will be a beam
To hang thee on : or would'fi: thou drown thyfelf.

Put but a little water in a fpoon>.

And it (hall be as all the ocean,

Enough to ftifle fuch a villain up.

I do fufpeft thee very grievoufly.

Hub. If I in a£l, confent, or fin of thought.

Be guilty of the ftealing that fweet breath

Which was embounded in this "j" beauteous clay.

May hell want pains enough to torture me I

I left him well.

Baf. Go, bear him in thine arms. —
I am amaz'd, methinks ; and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. —

.

How easy doft thou take zXi England up !

From forth this'X morfel of dead royalty,

The life, the right, the truth of all this realm

Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left

To tug, and fcamble, and to part by the teeth

The unowed intereft of proud-fwelling ftate

:

Now, for the bare-pickt bone of majefty,

a6 V, Note,
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Doth dogged war briftle his angry creft.

And fnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace :

Now powers from home and difcontents at home
Meet in one line ; and vaft confusion waits,

As doth a raven on a fick-fall'n beaft,

The imminent decay of wrefted pomp.
Now happy he, whose cloak and cinfture can

Hold out this tempeft. Bear away that "|" child.

And follow me with fpeed ; I'll to the king :

A thousand businelTes are brief in hand,

And heaven itfelf doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt,

ACT V.
SCENE I. Thefame. A Room in the Palace.

£nter King JoH^y attended', Pandulph, n}jitb

the Crouun ; his Train, and Others.

JoH. Thus have T yielded up into your hand
The circle of my glory.

Pan. Take again {.S^'^^^S
^^^^ Croivn.

From this my hand, as holding of the pope.

Your fovereign greatnefs and authority.

JoH. Now keep your holy word : go meet theFrm^}
And from his holinefs use all your power
To ftop their marches, 'fore we are enflam'd.

Our difcontented counties do revolt;

Our people quarrel with obedience ;

Swearing allegiance, and the love of foul.

To Granger blood, to foreign royalty:

This inundation of miftemper'd humour
Kefts by you only to be qualify'd.

7 and center
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Then pause not ; for the present time's fo Tick,

That present med'cine muft be minill'red.

Or overthrow incurable enfues.

PjtN» It was my breath that blew this tempeft up.

Upon your ftubborn usage of the pope :

But, iince you are a gentle convertite,

My tongue fhall hufli again this ftorm of war.

And make fair weather in your bluftring land.

On this afcenfion-day, remember well,

Upon your oath of fervice to the pope.

Go I to make the French lay down their arms.

[Exit Pandulph and Train,

JoH, Is this afcenfion-day ? Did not the prophet
Say, that, before afcenfion-day at noon.

My crown I (hould give ofF? Even fo I have

:

I did fuppose, it (hould be on conftraint;

But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Er!ter Baftard.

Ba/. All Ket2t hath yielded ; nothing there holds out.

But Do'ver caftle : London hath received.

Like a kind hoft, the dauphin and his powers:
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer fervice to your enemy

;

And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.

JoH. Would not my lords return to me again.

After they heard young Arthur was alive ?

Baf. They found him dead, and caft into the Ilreetsi

An empty calket, v/here the jewel of life

By fome damn'd hand was rob'd and ta'en away.

JoH. That villain ^//^^r/ told me, he did live.

Baf, So, on my foul, he did, for ou^ht he knew»
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But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad?

Be great in aft, as you have been in thought;

Let not the world fee fear, and fad miftruft.

Govern the motion of a kingly eye :

Be ftirring as the time; be fire with fire.

Threaten the threat*ner, and out-face the brow
Of bragging horror : fo (hall inferior eyes,

That borrow their behaviours from the great.

Grow great by your example, and put on
The dauntlefs fpirit of resolution.

Away ; and glifter like the god of war.

When he intendeth to become the field

:

Shew boldnefs, and afpiring confidence.

What, fhall they feek the lion in his den ?

And fright him there ; and make him tremble there ?

O, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run

To meet difpleasure farther from the doors

;

And grapple with him, ere he come fo nigh.

JoH. The legate of the pope hath been with me^
And I have made a happy peace with him ;

And he hath promis'd to difmifs the powers

Led by the dauphin.

Ba/. O inglorious league

!

Shall we, upon the footing of our land.

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise,

Infmuation, parly, and bafe truce.

To arms invafive ? fhall a beardlefs boy,

A cocker'd filken wanton brave our fields,

And flefli his fpirit in a warlike foil.

Mocking the air with colours idly fpread.

And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms:

Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace;
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Or if he do, let it at leail be faid,

They faw we had a purpose of defence.

yoH. Have thou the ord'ring of this present time*

Ba/. Away then, with good courage ; yet, I know.
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunf,

SCENE 11. J Plain in Suffolk.

Drums i &c . Enter Lewis, and Forces, marching ; Melun^
Pembroke, Bigot, Salisbury, and Others,

Lepp". My lord. Melun, let this be copy'd out.

And keep it fafe for our remembrance :

Return the precedent to these lords again ;

That, having our fair order written down.
Both they, and we, perusing o'er these notes.

May know wherefore we took the facrament.

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our fides it never fhall be broken.

And, noble dauphin, albeit we fwear

A voluntary zeal, an unurg'd faith.

To your proceedings ; yet, believe me, prince,

I am not glad that fuch a fore of time

Should feek a plafler by contemn'd revolt.

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many: O, it grieves my foul.

That I muft draw this"]" metal from my fide

To be a widow-maker; o, and there.

Where honourable refcue, and defence.

Cries oat upon the name of Salisbury :

But fuch is the infedion of the time.

That, for the health and physick of our right.

We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of flern injullice and confused v/rong.—

*9 zeale, and an
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And is*t not pity, o my grieved friends,

That we> the fons and children of this ifle.

Were born to fee fo fad an hour as this

;

Wherein we ftep after a ftranger march
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies* ranks, (I muft withdraw, and weep
Upon the fpot of this enforced cause)

To grace the gentry of a land remote.

And follow unacquainted colours here?

What here ?«_0 nation, that thou could'ft removal
That Neptunis arms, who clippeth thee about.

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyfelf.

And grapple thee unto a pagan Ihore

;

Where these two chriftian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league.

And not to fpend it fo unneighbourly

!

Leut. a noble temper doft thou fhew in this;

And great afreftions, wreftling in thy bosom.

Do make an earth-quake of nobility.

O what a noble combat haft tijou fought,

Between compulfion and a brave refpedl

!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew,

That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks

:

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears.

Being an ordinary inundation ;

But this effusion of fuch manly drops.

This fhovvcr blown up by temped of the foul.

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd

Than had I feen the vaulty top of heaven

Fi(^ur\i quite o'er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury

y

And with a great heart heave away this {lorm

:

J J And crli'pls 19 Doth make
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Commend these waters to those baby eyes

That never faw the giant world enrag*d ;

Nor met with fortune other than at feafts.

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goffiping.

Come, come ; for thou lhalt thruft thy hand as deep

Into the purfe of rich profperity,

As Lenjuis himfelf • — fo, nobles, lhall you all.

That knit your linews to the ftrength of mine.

Enter Pandulph, attended.

And even there, mfethinks, an angel fpake

:

Look, where the holy legate comes apace.

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven

;

And on our adlions fet the name of right.

With holy breath.

Fau. Hail, noble prince of France!

The next is this,— King John hath reconcil'd

Himfelf to Fome ; his fpirit is come in.

That fo ftood out againft the holy church.

The great metropolis and fee of Rome

:

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up,

And tame the favage fpirit of wild war;
That, like a lion fofter'd up at hand.

It may lie gently at the foot of peace.

And be no further harmful than in fliew.

Leh^. Your grace (hall pardon me, I will not back;
I am too high-born to be property'd.

To be a fecondary at controul.

Or ufeful ferving-man, and inftrument,

To any fovereign ftate throughout the world.

Your breath firll kindl'd the dead coal of wars
Between this chaftis*d kingdom and myfelf.

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire;

VOL.V. F
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And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out

With that fame weak wind which enkindl'd it.

You taught me how to know the face of right.

Acquainted me with intereft to this land.

Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart

;

And come ye now to tell me, John hath made
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me ?

I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,

After young Arthur^ claim this land for mine

;

And, now it is half conquer'd, muft I back.

Because that "John hath made his peace with Rome P
Am I Rome's flave ? What penny hath Rome born.

What men provided, what munition fent.

To under-prop this adion ? is't not I,

That undergo this charge ? who elfe but I,

And fuch as to my claim are liable.

Sweat in this businefs, and maintain this war?
Have I not heard these iflanders fhout out,

Fi've le roi ! as I have bank'd their towns ?

Have I not here the beft cards for the game.
To win this easy match play'd for a crown

;

And lhall I now give o'er the yielded fet ?

No, no, on my foul, it never fhall be faid.

Fan, You look but on the outfide of this work.
Leiv. Outfide, or infide, I will not return

Till my attempt fo much be glorify'd

As to my ample hope was promised

Before r drew this gallant head of war.

And cuU'd these fiery fpirits from the world.

To out-look conqueft, and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.—

\Trumpet within.

\
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What lufty trumpet thus doth fummon us ?

Enter Baftard, attended.

Baf. According to the fair-play of the worlds

Let me have audience; I am fent to fpeak :—
My holy lord ofMilan, from the king

1 come, to learn how you have dealt for him;
And, as you anfwer, I do know the fcope

And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pan. The dauphin is too wilful-opposlte.

And will not temporise with nly entreaties

;

He flatly fays, he'll not lay down his arms.

Baf. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd.

The youth fays well :_Now hear our Englijh king 3

For thus his royalty doth fpeak in me.
He is prepar'd ; and reason too, he (hould

:

This apifh and unmannerly approach,

This harnefT'd mafque, and unadvised revel.

This unhair'd faucinefs, and boyifh troops.

The king doth fmile at ; and is well prepar'd

To whip this dwarfilh war, these pigmy arms.

From out the circle of his territories.

That hand, which had the ftrength, even at your doofj

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch

;

To dive, like backets, in concealed wells

;

To crouch in litter of your liable planks ;

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chefts and trunks;
To hug with fwine ; to feek fweet fafety out
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and lhake.

Even at the crying of your nation's crow.
Thinking this voice an armed Englijhman ;

—
Shall that viftorious hand be feebl'd here.

That in your chambers gave you chaftisement?

»8 unheard »o this Pig—
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No : Know, the gallant monarch is in arms

;

And like an eagle o'er his aiery towers,

To foufe annoyance that comes near his neft. —

,

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts.

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England^ blulh for ftame

:

For your own ladies, and pale-visag'd maids.

Like A}na%ons^ come tripping after drums

;

Their thimbles into armed gantlets change.

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts

To fierce and bloody inclination.

Li.iv. There endthybrave, and turnthy face in peace

We grant, thou canft out-fcold us : fare thee well j

We hold our time too precious, to be fpent

With fuch a brabler.

Pai^. Give me leave to fpeak.

Baf. No, I will fpeak.

Lew. We will attend to neither:—
Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war
Plead for our intereft, and our being here.

BaJ. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out

And fo lhall you, being beaten : Do but ftart

An echo with the clamour of thy drum,

And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd.

That fliall reverberate all as loud as thine;

Sound but another, and another lhall,

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear.

And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder: for at hand
(Not truiling to this halting legate here.

Whom he hath us'd rather for iporr than need)

Is warlike y^/^w ; and in his forehead fits

A bare-rib'd death, whose office is this day
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To feafl: upon whole thousands of the French,

Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out.

Baf, And thou fhalt find it, dauphin, do not doubt.

SCENE III. Thefame. Field of Battle.

Loud Alarums. Enter King John, and Hubert.
JoH. How goes the day with us? o, tell me, Hubert,

Hub. Badly, I fear: How fares your majefty ?

JoH. This fever, that hath troubl'd me fo long.

Lies heavy oi> me ; O, my heart is fick

!

Enter a Meflenger.

Mef My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faukonhridge,

Desires your majefty to leave the field;

And fend him word by me, which way you go.

JoH. Tell him, toward Snjoinjiead^ to the abbey there.

Mef Be of good comfort ; for the great fupply,

That was expeded by the dauphin here.

Was wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin fands.

This news was brought to Richard but even now :

The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves.

JoH. Ay me ! this tyrant fever burns me up.

And will not let me welcome this good news

—

Set on toward Snjoinftead: to my litter ftraight;

Weaknefs possefTeth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt,

S CENE ly . The fame. Another Part of the fame.
Alarums cominud, £«/^r Pembroke, Bigot,

Salisbury, and Others.

Sjl, I did not think the king fo ftor'd with friends,

Pem. Up once again; put fpirit in the French',

If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too.

Sal» That mifbegotten devil, Faulconhridge^

*8 Are wrack'd

F3
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In fpite of fpite, alone upholds the day.

Pem. They lay, king Jo/jn^Core fick, hath left the field.

Enter Mel UN, led.

Mel, Lead me to the revolts ot England here.

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names.

Pem. It is the count Melun.

Sal . Wounded to death.

Mel. Fly, ViohX^ EngUjh^ you are bought and fold;

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion,

And welcome home again difcarded faith.

Seek out king Jobn^ and tall before his feet;

For, if the Ftmch be lords of this loud day.

He n.eans to recompence the pains you take.

By cutting off your heads : Thus hath he fworn,

And I with him, and many more with me.
Upon the altar at faint Edmundsbury \

Even on that altar, where we fwore to you
Dear amity and everlafling love.

Sal. May this be pofiible ! may this be true !

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view.

Retaining but a quantity of life;

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax
Resolveth from hin figure 'gainft the fire ?

What in the world fhould make me now deceive.

Since I m.uft lose the ufe of all deceit ?

Why fhould i then be falfe ; fince it is true,

That I muft die here, and live hence by truth ?

I fay aaain. If Ls'vjis do win the day.

He is forfworn, if e'er those eyes of yours

Behold another day break in the eaft :

But even this night,— whose black contagious breath

Already fmokes about the bqrning creft
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Even this ill night, your breathing lhall expire;

Paying the fine of rated treachery.

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.

If Lenvis by your afliftance win the day.

Commend me to one Hubert, with your king;

The love of him,— and this refped: befides.

For that my grand fire was an Englijhman^-^

Awakes my confcience to confefs all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of the field

;

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts

In peace, and part this body and my foul

With contemplation and devout desires.

Sal. We do believe thee, And beftirew my foul

But I do love the favour and the form
Of this moft fair occasion, by the which
We will untread the fteps of damned flight

;

And, like a bated and retired flood.

Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe,

Stoop low within those bounds we have o'er-lookM,

And calmly run on in obedience^

Even to our ocean, to our great king John,.^
My arm fliall give thee help to bear thee hence;
For I do fee the cruel pangs of death

Fight in thine eye. — Away, my friends \ New flight

;

And happy newnefs, that intends old right.

[Exeunt, leading Me L U

SCENE V. The fame. The French Camp,
Enter Lewis, and his Train.

Leiv. The fun ofheaven, methought, was loth to fet;

a6 Right in
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But ftay'd, and made the vveftern welkin blufli,

When tije Englijh measur'd backward their own ground
In faint retire : O, bravely came we off,

When with a volley of our needlefs fhot,

After fuch bloody toil, we bid good-riwght

;

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up,

Laft in the field, and almoft lords of it

!

'Enter a MelTenger, haftily,

Mef. Where is my prince, the dauphin ?

Lew, Here; What news?

MeJ. The count Melun is flain ; the Englijh lords.

By his perfuasion, are again fain off:

And your fupplies, which you have wilh'd fo long.

Are caft away, and funk, on Good<win fands.

Lew. Ah, foul fhrewd news !_Be{hrew thy very heart!

I did not think to be io fad to-uight,

As this hath made me.—Who was he, that faid.

King J'.^hn did fly, an hour or two before

The Humbling night did part our weary powers?
Mej. Whoever fpoke it, it is true, my lord.

Lew. Well; keep good quarter, and goodcare to-night

:

The day ihall not be up fo foon as I.

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI. Swinllead. Plains leading to the Abbey.

Enter Ballard, and Hubert, meeting.

Hub . Who's there.^ Ipeak, ho ! fpeak quickly, or I fhoot,

BaJ. A friend : What art thou ?

Hub Of thii pan of Efig/and.

Baf. Whither doft thou go ?

Hub What's that to thee ? Why may not I demand
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?

* meafure 6 woon'd our tott'ring iJ fupply
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Baf. Hubert y T think.

//i/ij. Thou haft a perfed thought:

I will, upon all hazards, well believe

Thou art my friend, that know'ft my tongue fo well;

Who art thou ?

Baf. Who thoti wilt: an if thou please,

Thou may 'ft befriend me fo much, as to think

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyelefs night.

Have done me ftiame . Brave foldier, pardon me.
That any accent, breaking iVom thy tongue,

ShouM fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Baf Come, come; fans compiiment, what news abroad?

Hub. Why, here walk in the black brow of night.

To find you out.

Baf. Briel, then ; and what's the news ?

Hub. O my fweet hr, news fitting to the night.

Black, fe^riul, comfortlefs, and ht-rrible.

Baf. Shew me the very wound of this ill news ;

I am no woman, I'll rot fwoon at it.

Hub. The king, 1 fear, is poison'd by a monk:
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might
The better arm you to the fudden time.

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Baf. How did he take it? Who did tafte to hin??

Hub. a monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain.

Whose bowels fuddenly burft out: the king
Yet fpeaks, and, peradventure, may recover.

Baf. Who didft thou leave to tend his majefty?

Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all come back,

An4 brought prince Henry in their company

;

9 endlefle
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At whose requeft the king hath pardon*d them,

And they are all about his majefty.

Ba/. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heaven,

And tenipt us nut to bear above our power ! —
I'll tell thee. Hubert^ half my power this night,

Faffing these Hats, are taken by the tide.

These Lincoln wafhes have devoured them ;

Myfelf, well mounted, hardly have efcap'd.

Away before ! condu6l me to the king ;

I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII. The fame. The Abbey-Garden.

Enter Prince Heathy J Salisbury, Bigot.

Ben. It is too late, the life of all his blood

Is touch'd corruptedly ; and his pure brain

(Which fome fuppose the foul's frail dwelling-houfe)

l)oth, by the idle comments that it makes,

foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.
Pem. His highnefs yet doth fpeak; and holds belief.

That, being brought into the open air.

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poison which affaileth him.

Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here.^

Doth he Hill rage ? [Exit Bigot.

Pem. He is more patient

Than when you left him ; even now he fung.

Hen. O vanity of ficknefs! fierce extreams.

In their continuance, >vill not feel themfelves.

Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts.

Leaves them inieniible : and his fiege is now
Agamil the mind, the which he pricks and woundc

3iinvifib-le 3 1 the wind
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With many legions of ftrange fantafies

;

Which, in their throng and prefs to that lafl: hold.

Con found themfelves . 'Tis ftrange, that death fliould fing

!

I am the cygnet to this pale faint fvvan.

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death

;

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fings

Kis foul and body to their lading reft.

SjiL, Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are born
To fet a form upon that indigeft

Which he hath left fo ftiapelefs and fo rude.

Etuer Attendant , and Bigot, bringing in

King JoHfi in a Chair.

JoH. Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room

;

It would not out at windov/s, nor at doors.

There is fo hot a fummer in my bosom.
That all my bowels crumble up to duft:

.1 am a fcribbl'd form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment ; and againft this fire

i)o I fhrink up.

Hen. How fares your majefty }

JOH. Poison'd, - ill fare dead, forfook, caft ofF

;

And none of you will bid the winter come.
To thruft his icy fingers in my maw

;

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe

Through my burn'd bosom; nor entreat the north

To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips.

And comfort me with cold : I do not afk you much,
I beg cold comfort ; and you are fo ftrait.

And fo ingrateful, you deny me that.

Hen. O, that there were fome virtue in my tears.

That might relieve you.

JoH. The fait of them is hot.

4 the Syniet
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Within me is a hell ; and there the poison
Is as a fiend, confinM to tyrannize

On unreprievable condemned blood.

£»/er Baftard, hafiily.

Baf. O, I am fcalded with my violent motion.

And fpleen of fpeed to fee your majefty.

JoH. O cousin, thou art come to fet mine eye ;

The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt;

And all the fhrowds, wherewith my life ftiould fail.

Are turned to one thread, one little hair :

My heart hath one poor ftring to ftay it by.

Which holds but 'till thy news be uttered;

And then all this "|" thou fee'ft, is but a clod.

And module of confounded royalty.

Baf^ The dauphin is preparing hitherward

;

Where, heaven he knows, how we fliall anfvver him

:

For, in a night, the beft part of my power.

As T upon advantage did remove.
Were in the wafhes, all unwarily,

Pevoured by the unexpedled flood.

[KingJinks in his Chair, an^ expires.

Sj^l . You breath these dead news in as dead an ear:—

My liege! my lord! — But now a king ; now"]" thus.

Hen. Even fo muft I run on, and even fo ilop.

What furetyof the world, what hope, what ftay.

When this
"f"

was now a king, and now is clay !

Baf. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay behind.

To do the office for thee of revenge;

And then my foul fhall wait on thee to heaven.

As it on earth hath been thy fervant ftill.—

Now, now, you ftars, that move in your right fpheres.

Where be your powers? Shew now your mended faiths

5
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And inftantly return with me ag^in,

To pu(h deftrudlion, and perpetual IJiame,

Out of the weak door of our fainting land :

Straight let us feek, or flraight we fliall be fought

;

The dauphin rages at our very he As.

Sal. It feems, you know not then fo much as we:
The cardinal Pandulph is within at reft,

Who half an hour fince came from the dauphin;
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace

As we with honour and refpeft may take.

With purpose presently to leave this war.

Baf. He will the rather do it, when he fees

Ourfelves well-finewed to our defence.

SjL. Nay, it is in a manner done already;

For many carriages he hath difpatch'd

To the fea-fide, and put his cause and quarrel

To the difposing of the cardinal :

With whom yourfelf, my{e.U, and other lords.

If you think meet, this afternoon will poft

To confummate this businefs happily.

Baf. Let it be fo And you, my noble prince.

With other princes that may beft be fpar'd.

Shall wait upon your father's funeral.

Hen. As VVorceJier muft his body be interred;

For fo he will'd it.

Baf. Thither lhall it then.

And happily may your fweet felf put on
The lineal Hate and glory of the land

!

To whom, with all fubmiffion, on my"}" knee,

I do bequeath my faithful fervices

And true fubjeftion everlaftingly.

Sal, And the like tender of our loves we ma'ce.
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To reft without a fpot for evermore.

\_kncelhg tcoy ixith the other Lords,

Hen. I have a kind Ibul, that would give pou thanks,

And knows not how to do it, but wi'h tears.

Baj. O, let us pay the time but needful woe.

Since it hath been beforehahd with our griefs.-—

This England never did, nor never lhall,

Lie nt the proud foot of a conqueror,

But when it tirll did help to wound itfelf.

Now t;iese ';er princes are come home again.

Come the three corners of the world in arms,

And we (hall fhock them : Nought (hall make us rue.

If England to itfelf do reft but true.

[Z" .')?«/;.
, bearing in the Body.
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Acr I.

SCENE 1. London. J Room in the Palace.

Enter King Richard, attended; John c/'Gaunt,
and other Noblesj nuith him,

Ric. Old yohn of Gaunt, time-hoflour'd Lancajlert

Haft thou, according to thy oath and bond.
Brought hither //<?«ry Hereford ihy bold fon;

Here to make good the boiftrous late appeal.

Which then our leisure would not let us hear^

Againft the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Monobray?
GuiU. I have, my liege.

Ric, Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him,
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice

;

Or worthily, as a good fubjedl ftiould.

On fome known ground of treachery in him ?

Gau. As near as I could fift him on that argument^"^
On fome apparent danger feen in him,

Aim'd at your highnefs, no inveterate malice.

Ric. Then call them to our presence; face to faCf,

And frowning brow to brow, ^urfelves will hear

Vol, V.



4 Richard 11.

The accuser, and the accused, freely fpeak

[Exeuni fome Attendant

High-ftomachM are they both, and full of ire,

In rage deaf as the fea, hafty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants y 'ivith Bolingbroke,
Norfolk, and Others,

BoL . many years of happy days befal

My gracious fovereign, my moft loving liege I

Nor. Each day ftill better other's happinefs;

Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap.

Add an immortal title to your crown 1

Ric. We thank you both : yet one but flatters us,-

As well appeareth by the cause you come;
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.—
Cousin of Hereford^ what doft thou objeft

Againft the duke of Norfolk j Thomas Monvbray ?

BoL. Firft, (heaven be the record to my fpeech !)

In the devotion of a fubjeft's love.

Tendering the precious fafety of my prince.

And free from other mifbegotten hate.

Gome I appellant to this princely presence. —
Now, Thomas Mowbray j do I turn to thee.

And mark my greeting well ; for what I fpeak.

My body fliall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine foul anfwer it in heaven.

Thou art a traitor, and a mifcreant

;

Too good to be fo, and too bad to live

;

Since, the more fair and cryftal is the fky.

The uglier feem the clouds that in it fly.

. Once more, the more to aggravate the note.

With a foul traitor's name fluff I thy throat;

And wifli, (fo please my fovereign) ere I move^
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What my tongue fpeaks, my right-drawn fword may
prove.

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal

:

'Tis not the trial of a woman*s war.

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues.

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain

;

The blood is hot, that mull be cool'd for this.

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft.

As to be hulh'd, and nought at all to fay

:

Firft, the fair reverence of your highnefs curbs me,.

From giving reins and fpurs to my free fpeech;

Which elfe would poft, until it had return'd

These terms of treason doubl'd down his throat.

JSetting afide his high blood's royalty,

And let him be no kinsman to my liege,

I do defy him, and I fpit at him

;

Call him—a lland'rous coward, and a villain :

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds 5

And meet him, were I tyM to run a-foot

Even to the frozen ridges of the J//)s,

Or any other ground inhabitable

Where ever Englijhman durft fet his foot.

Mean time, let this defend my loyalty,—

By all my hopes, moll falfely doth he lie.

Bo L . Pale trembling coward, there I throw
"f"
mygage,

Difciaiming here the kindred of a king

;

And lay afide my high blood's royalty.

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except

:

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrengthj

As to take up mine honour's pawn, then ftoop

;

By that, and all the rites of knighthood elfe,

I will make good againft thee, arm to arm.
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What I have fpoke, or thoa canft worfe devise.

Nor, I take iffup ; and, by that fword I fwear.

Which gently layM my knighthood on my fhoulder,

ril anfwer thee in any fair degree

Or chivalrous defign of knightly trial

:

And, when I mount, alive may I not light.

If I be traitor, or unjuftly fight

!

Ric, What doth our cousin lay to Mo'whray's charge?

It muft be great, that can inherit us

So much as of a thought of ill in him.
BoL . Look,what I fpeak, my life fliall prove it true;—

ThdXMonvbray hath receiv'd eight thousand nobles.

In name of lendings for your highnefs' foldiers

;

The which he hath detained for lewd employments.
Like a falfe traitor, and injurious villain.

Befides I fay, and will in battle prove,"""

Or here, or elfesvhere, to the furtheft verge

That ever was furvey'd by Englijh eye,—
That all the treasons, for these eighteen years

Complotted and contrived in this land.

Fetch from falfe Monvbray their firft head and (prin-g.

Further I fay,— and further will maintain

Upon his bad life, to make all this good,—
That he did plot the duke of Glo/ler's death;

Suggeft his foon-believing adverfaries ;

And, confequently, like a traitor coward,

Sluic'd out his innocent foul through ftreams of blood i

Which blood, like facrificing^/^^/'s, cries.

Even from the tonguelefs caverns of the earth.

To me, for juftice, and rough chaftisement

;

And, by the glorious worth of my defcent,

This arm ftiall do it> or this life be fpent-.
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Ric. How high a pitch his resolution foars !^
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay'ft thou to this ?

Nor. O, let my fovereign turn away his face.

And bid his ears a little while be deaf,

'Till I have told this flander of his blood.

How God, and good men, hate fo foul a liar.

Ric. Mo'-wbray^ impartial are our eyes, and ears

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir,

(As he is but my father's brother*s fon)

Now by my fcepter's awe I make a vow.
Such neighbour nearnefs to our facred blood

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize

The unftooping firmnefs of my upright foul:

He is our fubjeft, Monxjbray, fo art thou

;

Free fpeech, and fearlefs, I to thee allow.

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart.

Through the falfe paffage of thy throat, thou ly'll.

Three parts of that receipt I had for Calaisy

DifburPd I duly to his highnefs' foldiers

:

The other part reserv'd I by confent;

For that my fovereign liege was in my debt.

Upon remainder of a dear account.

Since laft I went to France to fetch his queen :

Now fwallow down that lie. For Glofier^ death,*'

I flew him not; but, to my own difgrace,

Negleded my fworn duty in that cafe.—

.

For you, my noble lord of Lancajier^

The honourable father to my foe,—

"

Once did I lay an ambufli for your life,

A trefpafs that doth vex my grieved foul

:

But, ere I laft receiv'd the facrament,

I did confefs it j and exactly beg'd
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Your grace's pardon, and, I hope, I had it.

This is my fault : As for the reft appeal'd,—

It ilTues from the rancor of a villain,

A recreant and moft degenerate traitor

:

Which in myfelf I boldly will defend ;

And interchangeably hurl down niy"f'gage

Upon this overweening traitor's foot.

To prove myfelf a loyal gentleman
Even in the beft blood chamber'd in his bosom :

In hafte whereof, moft heartily I pray

Your highnefs to affign our trial day.

Ric. Wrath-kindl'd gentlemen, be rul'd by me;
Let's purge this choler without letting blood:

This we prefcribe, though no physician

;

Deep malice makes too deep incision :

Forget, forgive; conclude, and be agreed;

Our dodlors fay, this is no time to bleed.—.

Good uncle, let this end where it begun;
We'll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your fon.

Gau. To be a make-peace fhall become my age

.

Throw down, my fon, the duke of Norfolk's gage.

Ric. And, Norfolky throw down his.

Gau. When, Harry? when?
Obedience bids, I Ihould not bid again.

Ric. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there is no boot.

Nor. Myfelf I throw, dread fovereign, at thy foot

:

My life thou ftialt command, but not my ftiame ;

The one, my duty owes; but my fair name,
(Defpight of death, that lives upon my grave)

To dark dilhonour's ufe thou ftialt not have.

I am difgrac'd, impeach'd, and bafti'd here

;

Pierc'd to the foul with flander's venom'd fpear

;
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The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood

Which breathed this poison.

Ric. Rage muft be withftood :

Give me his gage ; Lions make leopards tame.

Nor. Yea, but notchange his fpots: take butmyfhame,
And 1 resign my gage. My dear dear lord.

The pureft treasure mortal times afford.

Is— fpotlefs reputation ; that away.

Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay,

A jewel in a ten-times-bar'd-up cheft

Is a bold fpirit in a loyal breaft.

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ;

Take honour from me, and my life is done :

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try

;

In that I live, and for that will I die.

Ric, Cousin, throw up your gage; do you begin.

BoL. O, God defend my foul from fuch deep fm !

Shall I feem creft-fall'n in my father's fight ?

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height

Before this out-dar'd daftard ? Ere my tongue

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong,
Or found fo bafe a parle, my teeth fhall tear

The flavifh motive of recanting fear

;

And fpit it bleeding, in his high difgrace.

Where lhame doth harbour, even in Mo^brafs face.

[Exeunt Gaunt, and Others*

Ric. We were not born to fue, but to command

;

Which fince we cannot do to make you friends.

Be ready, as your lives fliall anfwer it.

At Coventry
y upon faint Lambert^ day ;

There fhall your fwords and lances arbitrate

The fwelling diiference of your fettl'd hate

;
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Since we cannot atone you, we ftiall fee

Juftice decide the vidVor's chivalry

Marfhal, command our officers at arms
Be ready to diredl these home- alarms. [Exeunt

SCENE U. The fame. Another Room.

Enter Gaunt, and Dutche/s of Glofter.

Gau. Alas, the part I had in Woodjiock^ blood

Doth more folicit me, than your exclaim?.

To ftir againft the butchers of his life.

But, fince correction lyeth in those hands

Which made the fault that we cannot corredl.

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ;

Who, when they fee the hours ripe on earth.

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads.

Dut, Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpur ?

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ?

Ednvard^s feven fons, whereof thyfelf art one.

Were as feven vials of his facred blood,

Or feven fair branches fpringing from one root

:

Some of those feven are dry'd by nature's courfe.

Some of those branches by the deftinies cut

;

But Thomasy my dear lord, my life, my Glojierf"

One vial full ofEdward''s facred blood.

One flourifhing branch of his moft royal root,

—

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor fpilt;

Is hack-d down, and his fummer leaves all faded.

By envy's hand, and murder's bloody axe.

Ah, Gaunt y his blood was thine; that bed, that womb.
That metal, that felf mould, that fafhion'd thee.

Made him a man ; and though thou liv'lt, and breath'rt.

Vet art thou flain in him : thou doft confent

i defigne 3 Lord Marfhal
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In fome large measure to thy father's death.

In that thou fee'ft thy wretched brother die.

Who was the model of thy father's life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is defpair

:

In fufFering thus thy brother to be flaughter*d.

Thou Ihew'ft the naked pathway to thy life.

Teaching flern murther how to butcher thee:

That which in mean men we in title— patience,

Js pale cold cowardice in noble breafts.

What fhall I fay ? to fafeguard thine own life.

The beft way is — to Venge my GloJier*s death.

Gju. Heaven's is the quarrel ; for heaven's fubftitutc.

His deputy anointed in his fight.

Hath caus'd his death : the which if wrongfully.

Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift

An angry arm againft his minifter.

Dut. Where then, alas, may I complain myfelf ?

Gau. To heaven, the widow's champion and defence,

Dut. "Co !)Cat)en ? why then, I will. Farewel, old Gaunt^

Thou go'fl to Co'ventry, there to behold

Our cousin Hereford and fell Monvbray fight;

Q, fit my husband's wrongs on Hereford''^ fpear.

That it may enter butcher Mo^wbray^ breaft!

Or if miffortune mifs the firft career.

Be Mo'whray^ fins fo heavy in his bosom,
That they may break his foaming courfer's back;
And throw the rider headlong in the lifts,

A caitiiF recreant to my cousin Hereford!

Farewel, old Gaunt ; thy fometime brother's wife.

With her companion grief muft end her life.

Gau. Sifter, farewel ; I muft to Co'ventry :

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me I

^9 fometimcs
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Dut. Yet one word more ; Grief boundeth where ^
falls,

Not with the empty hollownefs, but weight:
I take my leave before 1 have begun;
For forroW ends not, when it feemeth done.

Commend me to my brother, Edmund York.

Lo, this is all :
— Nay, yet depart not fo

;

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go;
I fliall remember more. Bid him— O, what ?

—
With all good fpeed at Plajhy visit me.
Alack, and what lhall good old York there fee.

But empty lodgings, and unfurnifh'd walls,

Unpeopl'd offices, untrodden Hones?
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans ?

Therefore commend me ; let him not come there.

To feek out forrovv, that dwells every where

:

Defolate, defolate, will I hence, and die

;

The laft leave of thee takes my weeping eye,

\Exeunt, fe-verally.

SCENE III. Coventry. A publick Place.

Lifts fet out, and a "Throne : Heralds^ and People, nvaiting.

Enter the Lord Marfhal, and Au m e r l e.

Mar. My lord Jmnerle, is Harry Hereford arm*d ?

AuM. Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in.

Mar. The duke of Norfolk, fprightful all and bold.

Stays but the fummons of the appellant's trumpet.

JuM. Whythen, the champions are prepar'd; and Hay
For nothing, but his majefty's approach.

Flourifh of Trumpets, &c. Enter

King Richard, to his Throne', Gaunt, and
Tmipj of Nohks, Sec, 'with him, 'vjho all take their Places.



Richard II.

^'ru7npet heard: Jnfnver'*d hy another Trumpetfrom
nvithin j and Enter Norfolk, in Armour

,

preceded by a Herald.

Ric. Marfhal, demand of yonder champion
The cause of his arrival here in arms

:

A{k him his name ; and orderly proceed

To fwear him in the juftice of his cause.

Mar, In God's name, and the king's, fay who thou art.

And why thou com'ft thus knightly clad in arms ;

Againft what man thou com'ft, and what thy quarrel

:

Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath,

As fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour.

Nor. My name is Thomas Monvbray^ duke Norfolk

j

"Who hither come engaged by my oath,

(Which, heaven defend, a knight fliould violate!)

Both to defend my loyalty and truth,

To God, my king, and my fucceeding i/fue,

A^ainft the duke of Hereford that appeals me ;

And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm.

To prove him, in defending of myfelf,

A traitor to my God, my king, and me

:

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven 1

Trumpet. Enter Bolingbroke, in Armour ;

Herald too nvith him,

Ric, Marlhal, afk yonder knight in arms.

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither

Thus plated in habiliments of war;
And formally according to our law
Depose him in the juftice of his cause.

Mar, What is thy name and wherefore com'ft thoa

hither

Before king Richard in his royal lifts ?



Richard II.

Again ft whom comeft thou? and what*s thy quarrel?

Speak like a true knight, fo defend thee heaven.

BoL. Harry of Herefordj Lancajier, and Deriy,

Am I ; who ready here do ftand in arms,

To prove, by heaven's grace, and my body's valour.

In lifts, on Thomas Mo-ivbray duke of Norfolk,

That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous.

To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me;
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven

!

Trumpet.

Mar. On pain of death, no perfon be fo bold.

Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lifts

;

Except the marftial, and fuch officers

Appointed to diredt these fair defigns.

£oL, Lord marftial, let me kifs my fovereign's hand,

And bow my knee before his majefty

:

VoT Mowbray, and myfelf, are like two men
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave.

And loving farewel, of our feveral friends.

Mar, The appellant in all duty greets your highnefs.

And craves to kifs your hand, and take his leave.

Ric. We will defcend and fold him in our arms.

[comingfrom his Place ; Gau. and Aum. ivith him»

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right.

So be thy fortune in this royal fight

!

Farewel, my blood; which if to-day thou ftied.

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

BoL, O, let no noble eye prophane a tear

For me, if I be gor'd with Monvbray\ fpear :

As confident, as is the faulcon's flight

Againft a bird, do 1 with MoiAjbray fight.—
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My loving lord, I take my leave of you .

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle

Not fick, although I have to do with death ;

But lufty, young, and chearly dravi^ing breath.—,

Lo, as at Englijh feafts, fo I regreet

The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet

O thou, the earthly author of my blood,—
Whose youthful fpirit, in me regenerate,

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up

To reach at victory above my head,

—

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers

;

And with thy bleffings fteel my lance's point.

That it may enter Mouubray^s waxen coat.

And furbilh new the name of John of Gaunt,

Even in the lufty 'haviour of his fon.

Gau. God in thy good cause make thee profperous

!

Be fwift like lightning in the execution;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled.

Fall like amazing thunder on the cafque

Of thy adverfe pernicious enemy

:

Rouze up thy youthful blood ; the valiant live.

BoL. Mine innocency, and faint George to thrive!

Nor. However heaven, or fortune, caft my lot.

There lives, or dies, true to king Richard''^ throne,

A loyal, juft, and upright gentleman :

Never did captive with a freer heart

Caft off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchisement.

More than my dancing foul doth celebrate

This feaft of battle with mine adverfary. _
Moft mighty liege,_ and my companion peers,—
Take from my mouth the wilh of happy years

:

be valiant and live innocence
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As gentle, and as jocund, as to jeft.

Go i to fight; Truth hath a quiet breaft.

Ric. Farewel, my lord : fecurely I efpy

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.__

[^returning to his Seatj 'with the Lords,

Order the trial, marftial, and begin.

Mar. Harry of Hereford., Laneafter^ and Derby,

Receive thy lance =|=; And God defend the right!

BoL^ Strong as a tower in hope, I cry— amen.
Mar» Go bear this ^ lance [/o an Officer.^ to Thomas

duke ofNorfolk.
1 H» Harry of Hereford, Lancajier, and Derby,

Stands here for'God, his fovereign, and himfelf.

On pain to be found falfe and recreant,

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mouobray^

A traitor to his God, his king, and him.

And dares him to fet forward to the fight.

2 H, Here ftandeth Thomas Mcjjbray, duke oiNcrfolk,

On pain to be found falfe and recreant.

Both to defend himfelf, and to approve

Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derby ^

To God, his fovereign, and to him difloyal

;

Couragioufly, and with a free desire,

Attending but the fignal to begin.

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and fet forward, combatants,

[^rumpetsfound a Charge.

"But ftay, the king hath thrown his warder down.

Ric. Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpears.

And both return back to their chairs again:—
Withdraw with us ; — and let the trumpets found.

While we return these dukes what we decree

[a long Flourijh of Trumpetfy &C.
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Draw near, [/<? the ComBatantSr adnjancing.

And lift what with our council we have done.

For that our kingdom's earth fhould not be foil'd

With that dear blood which it hath foftered

;

And for our eyes do hate the dire afped;

Of cruel wounds, ploughed up with neighbour's fwordj

And for we think, the eagle-winged pride

Of fky-afpiring and ambitious thoughts,

With rival-hating envy, fet you on
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle

Draws the fweet infant breath of gentle fleep

;

Therefore we banifh you our territories :

You, cousin Hereford^ upon pain of death,
.

"

*Till twice five fummers have enrich'd our fields.

Shall not regreet our fair dominions.

But tread the ftranger paths of banifh ment.

BoL. Your will be done: This muft my comfort be,

—

That fun, that warms you here, fhall fhine on me ;

And those his golden beams, to you here lent.

Shall point on me, and gild my banifhment.

Ric. Norfolk^ for thee remains a heavier doom.
Which I with fome unwillingnefs pronounce

:

The fly-flovv hours (hall not determinate

The datelefs limit of thy dear exile

;

The hopelefs word of never to return

Breath I againft thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy fentence, my moft fovereign liege.

And all unlook'd for from your highnefs' mouth

:

A dearer merit, not fo deep.^ maim
As to be caft forth in the common air.

Have 1 deserved at your highnefs' hand.

The language I have learn'd these forty years.

9 on you v. Note,
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My native Englijh, now I muft forego :

And now my tongue's ufe is to me no more.
Than an unftringed viol, or a harp;

Or like a cunning inftrument caPd up.

Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony

:

Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue.

Doubly portcullif'd, with my teeth, and lips ;

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance

Is made my goaler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurfe.

Too far in years to be a pupil now

;

What is thy fentence then, but fpeechlefs death,

Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath?

Ric. It boots thee not, to be compaffionate

;

After our fentence, plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus^ I turn me from my country's light.

To dwell in folemn fhades of endlefs night.

Rjc. Return again, and take an oath with thee.

Lay on our royal fword your banilh'd hands

;

[tend''ring it to them.

Swear by the duty that you owe to heaven,

(Our part therein we banifh with yourfelves)

To keep the oath that we adminifter :^
You never (hall (fo help you truth and heaven!)

Embrace each other's love in banifhment ;

Nor never look upon each other's face

;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile

This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate;

Nor never by advised purpose meet.

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill,

•Gainft UF, our ftate, our lubjefts, or our land.
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Sol, I fwear.

Nor. And I, to keep all this.

£oL . Norfolk^ fo far as to mine enemy
\approdch'tng^ <with Salutation,

By this time, had the king permitted us.

One of our fouls had wander'd in the air,

Banifh'd this frail fepulcher of our flefh,

As now our flefli is banilh'd from this land :

Confefs thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm J

Since thou haft far to go, bear not along

The clogging burthen of a guilty foul.

iVoR. No, Bolingbroke ; If ever I were traitor,

My name be blotted from the book of life.

And I from heaven banilhM, as from hence!

But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
And all too foon, I fear, the king lhall rue.—
Farewel, my liege:— now no way can I ftray

;

Save back to England, all the world's my way.

[Exit NoRFOLk:
Ric. Uncle, even in the glafTes of thine eyes

I fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpedl

Hath from the number of his banilh'd years

Pluck'd four away; — Six frozen winters fpent.

Return with welcome home from banilhment.

BoL. How long a time lies in one little word!
Four lagging winters, and four wanton fprings.

End in a word ; Such is the breath of kings.

Gau, I thank my liege, that, in regard of me.
He Ihortens four years of my fon*s exile :

But little vantage lhall I reap thereby;

For, ere the fix years, that he hath to fpend.

Can change their moons, and bring their times about.

Vol. V. H
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My oil-dryM lamp, and time-bewafted HghC,

Shall be extinft with age, and endlefs night;

My inch of taper will be burnt and done.

And blindfold death not let me fee my fon.

j^jc. Why, uncle, thou haft many years to live.

G^u, But not a minute, king, that thou canft givet
Shorten my days thou canft with fullen forrow.

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow

:

Thou canft help time to furrow me with age.

But flop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage;

Thy word is current with him for my death,

But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

Ric. Thy fon is banifti'd upon good advice.

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gave;

Why at our juftice feem'ft thou then to lour?

G^u. Things fweet to tafte, prove in digeftion four.

You urg'd me as a judge; but I had rather,

You would have bid me argue like a father

O, had it been a ftranger, not my child.

To fmooth his fault I Ihould have been more mild j

A partial flander fought I to avoid.

And in the fentence my own life deftroy'd. —
Alas, I look'd when fome of you Ihould fay,—
I was too ftridl, to make mine own away ;

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue,

Againft my will to do myfelf this wrong.
Ric. Cousin, farewel :_and, uncle, bid him 1o

;

Six years we banifti him, and he ftiall go.

[Exeunt Richard, and Trah,
AuM. Cousin, farewel : what presence muft not knoWy

From where you do remain, let paper fhow.

Mar. My lord, no leave- take I ; for I will ride.
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As far as land will let me, by your fide.

Gau, O, to what purpose doft thou hoard thy words,

That thou retarn'ft no greeting to thy friends ?

BoL. I have too few to take my leave Qf you.

When the tongue's office Ihould be prodigal

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart.

Gau> Thy grief is but thy abfence for a time,

BoL. Joy abfent, grief is present for that time.

Gau, What is fix winters ? they are quickly gone,

BoL, To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour ten*

Gau» Call it a travel that thou tak'ft for pleasure.

BoL. My heart will figh, when I mifeall it fo,

V/hich finds it an enforced pilgrimage.

Gau. The fullen paflage of thy weary fleps

Efteem a foil, wherein thou art to fet

The precious jewel of thy home-return.

BoL. Nay, rather, every tedious ftride I make
Will but remember me, what a deal of world
I wander from the jewels that I love.

Muft I not ferve a long apprenticehood

To foreign pafi!ages; and in the end,

Having my freedom, boafl of nothing elfe.

But that 1 was a journeyman to grief?

Gau. All places that the eye of heaven visits^^

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens

:

Teach thy neceflity to reason thus

;

There is no virtue like neceffity.

Think not, the king did baniih thee, mj? Con,

But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier fit,

Where it perceives it is but faintly born.

Go, fay— 1 fent thee forth to purchafe honour.
And not— the king exil'd thee: or fuppose,



22 Richard II.

Devouring peftilence hangs in our air.

And thou art flying to a frefher clime.

Look, what thy foul holds dear, imagine it

To lye that way thou go'ft, not whence thou com'ft

:

Suppose the finging birds, musicians

;

The grafs whereon thou tread'ft, the presence ftrow'd

;

The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy fteps, no more
Than a delightful measure or a dance:

For gnarling forrow hath lefs power to bite

The man that mocks at it, and fets it light.

BoL. O, who can hold a fire in his hand.

By thinking on the frofty Cauca/us ?

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite.

By bare imagination of a feaft ?

Or wallow naked in December fnow.

By thinking on fantaftick fummer's heat?

O, no! the apprehenfion of the good
Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe:

^

Fell forrow's tooth doth never rankle more,

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore.

Gau. Come, come, my fon, I'll bring thee on thy way

:

Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not ftay.

BoL. ThenEngiafi^'s ground, farewel; fweet foil, a-

dieu;

My mother, and my nurfe, that bears me yet

!

Where'er I wander, boaft of this I can,—
Though banifli'd, yet a true born Englijhman. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Thefame. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Richard, nxjtth Green, and Bagot, as in Talk ;

AuMERLE follonving.

Ric» We did observe.-. Cousin -/^«w^r/i?.
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How far brought you high Hereford on his way ?

AvM. 1 brought high Hereford., if you call him fo.

But to the next high- way, and there I left him.

Ric. And, fay, what ftore of parting tears were fhed?

/^UM. 'Faith, none by me ; except the north-eaft wind.
Which then blew bitterly againlt our faces,

Awak'd the deeping rheum ; and fo, by chance.

Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

Ric. What faid our cousin, when you parted with him?
AuM. Farewel

:

And for my heart difdained that my tongue
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft

To counterfeit oppreffion of fuch grief.

That words feem'd bury''d in my forrovv^s grave.

Marry, would the word farewel have lengthen'd hours.

And added years to his Ihort banilhment.

He fhould have had a volume of farewels;

But, fmce it would not, he had none of me.
Ric. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'lis doubt.

When time fliall call him home from banilhment.

Whether our kinsman come to fee his friends,

O Uriel f, and Bujhy, Bagoi here, and Green,

Observ'd his courtfhip to the common people:-'

How he did feem to dive into their hearts.

With humble and familiar courtefy

;

What reverence he did throw away on Haves ;

Wpoing poor craftsmen, with the craft of fmiles.

And patient underbearing of his fortune.

As 'twere, to baniih their affeds with him.
Off goes his bonnet to an oilier- wench ;

A brace of dray-men bid — God fpeed him well.

Arid had the tribute of his fupple knee.

Si hs;re Bagot
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V/'iih-'ThaNksy my countrymen f my lo'vingfriends',

As were our England in reverlion his.

And he our fubje£ls' next degree in hope.

Gr e . Well,he is gone; and with him go these thoughts.

Now for the rebels which ftand out in Ireland i

—
Expedient manage muft be made, my liege;

Ere further leisure yield them further means,
For their advantage, and your highnefs' lofs.

Ric, We will ourfelf in perfon to this war.

And, for our coffers— with too great a court.

And liberal largefs,— are grown fomewhat light.

We are enforc'd to farm our royal realm

;

The revenue whereof fhall furnifh us

For our affairs in hand : If that come fhort,

Our fubilitutes at home fhall have blank charters

;

Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich.

They fhall fubfcribe them for large fums of gold.

And fend them after to fupply our wants;

For we will make for Ireland pTesent\y.

Enter Bushy, hajiily.

Bujhyy what news ?

Bus, Old John of Gaunt is very fick, my lord;

Suddenly taken ; and hath fent pofl-hafte.

To entreat your majefty to visit him.

Ric, Where lies he ?

Bus, At Ely-\\ouk.

Ric. Now put it, heaven, in his physician's mind.
To help him to his grave immediately !

The lining of his coffers fhall make coats

To deck our foldiers for these Iri/^j wars.—
Come, gentlemen, let's all go visit him :

Pray God, we may make hafte, and come too late!
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SCENE I. London. A Room inYXy-houfe,

Gaunt, upon a Couch \ York, and OtherSy
by him^

Gau. Will the king come ? that I may breath my laft

In wholefome counfel to his unftay'd youth.

Tor. Vexnotyourfelf, nor flrive not with your breath;

For all in vain comes counfel to his ear.

Gjiu. O, but, they fay, the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention, like deep harmony

:

Where words are fcarce, they are feldom fpent in vain;

For they breath truth, that breath their words in pain.

He, that no more muft fay, is liften'd more
Than theywhom youth and ease have taught to gloze;

More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before

:

The fetting fun, and musick at the close^

As the lafl: tafte of fweets, is fweeteft laft ;

Writ in remembrance, more than things long paft :

Though Richard my life's counfel would not hear.

My death's fad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

Tor. No ; it is ftop'd with other flattering founds,

As, praises of his ftate: then, there are found
Lafcivious meeters; to whose venom found

The open ear of youth doth alv/ays liiten

:

Reports of fafhions in proud Italy ;

Whose manners ftill our tardy apifh nation

Limps after, in bafe aufetDartJ imitation.

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity,

(So it be new, there's no refped how vile)

*2 Report

H4
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That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears ?

Thm all too late comes counfel to be heard,

Where v/ill dolh mutiny with wit's regard.

Direcl not him, whose way himfelf will choose

;

'Tis breath thou lack'ft, and that breath wilt thou lose.

Gjiu, Methinks, 1 am a prophet new infpir'd ;

And thus, expiring, do foretel of him *

His ralli fierce blaze of riot cannot laft

;

For violent fires foon burn out themfelves

:

Small fhowers laft long, but fudden ftorms are fhort

;

He tires betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes

;

With eager feeding, food doth choak the feeder;

Light vanity, infatiate cormorant,

Confuming means, foon preys upon itfelf.

This royal throne of kings, this fcepter'd isle.

This ear^h of majefty, this feat of Mars,

This other E^/enj demy paradife ;

This fortrefs, built by nature for herfelf,

Againfl: infedlion, and the hand of war;

This happy breed of men, this little world

;

This precious ftone fet in the filver fea,

Which ferves it in the office of a wall,

Or as a moat defenfive to a houfe,

Againft the envy of lefs happier lands ;

This blefled plot, this earth, this realm, this England^

This nurfe, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth.

Renowned for their deeds as far from home.
For chriftian fervice, and true chivalry.

As is the fepulcher in ftubborn Jury
Of the world's ranfom, blefled Marys fon ;

This land of fuch dear fouls, this dear dear land.
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Dear for her reputation through the world.

Is now leaf'd out, (I die pronouncing it)

Like |:o a tenement, or pelting farm :

England, bound in with the triumphant Tea,

Whose rocky fhore beats back the envious fiege

Of w.atry Neptune, is now bound in with lhame.

With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds

;

That England, that was wont to conquer others.

Hath made a fhameful conqueft of itfelf

:

O, would the fcandal vanifh with my life.

How happy then were my enfuing death

!

Enter King Richard, Queen; Aumerle, Green,
Bagot, Bufhy, Ross, Willoug hby.

Tor. The king is come: deal mildly with his youthj

For young hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the more.

^e. How fares our noble uncle, Lancajfer P

Ric . What comfort, man ? How is'i with aged Gaunt?
Gau. O, how that name befits my composition!

Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old

:

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fall

;

And who abftains from meat, that is not gaunt?
For fleeping England long time have I watch'd

;

Watching breeds leannefs, leannefs is all gaunt

:

The pleasure, that fome fathers feed upon,

Is my ftridl faft, 1 mean^my ichildren's looks

;

And, therein f^fting, haft thou made me gaunt

:

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave.

Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones.

Ric. Can fick men play fo nicely with their names?
Gau. No, misery makes fport to mock itfelf

:

Since thou doft feek to kill my name in me,

J mock my name, great king, fo flatter thee*
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Ric. Should dying men flatter with those that live?

Gau. No, no ; men living flatter those that die.

Ric. Thou, now a dying, fay'ft— thou flatter'ft me.

Gau, O, no ; thou dy'ft, though I the flcker be.

Ric, I am in health, I breath, I fee thee ill.

Gau. Now, He, that made me, knows 1 fee thee illj

111 in myfelf, and in thee feeing ill.

Thy death-bed is no lefler than thy land,

Wherein thou ly'ft in reputation flck;

And thou, too carelefs patient as thou art,

Giv'ft thy anointed body to the cure

Of those physicians that firft wounded thee :

A thousand flatterers fit within thy crown.

Whose compafs is no bigger than thy head ;

And yet, incaged in fo fmall a verge,

The wafte is no whit lefl'er than thy land.

O, had thy grand fire, with a prophet's eye,

Seen how his fon's fon fliould deftroy his fons.

From forth thy reach be would have lay'd thy fhamej

Deposing thee before thou wert possefi'M,

Which art posselT'd now to depose thyfelf.

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,

3t were a Ihame, to let this land by leafe :

But, for thy world, enjoying but this land,

Is it not more than fhame, to fliame it fo ?

Landlord ofEngland art thou nov^, not king :

Thy flate of law is bond-flave to the law

;

And thou, —
* Ric, — a lunatick lean-witted fool.

Presuming on an ague's priviledge,

Dar'fl wiih thy frozen admonition

Make pale our cheeks ; chafing the royal blootJ,

7 fslfe to fee, and 1 1 Comm^tft
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With fury, from his native residence.

Now by my feat's right royal majefty,

Wert thou not brother to great Ednvard^s Ton,

This tongue, that runs fo roundly in thy head,

Should run thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders.

Gau. O, fpare me not, my brother Ednvard's fon.

For that I was his father Edavard^s fon ;

That blood already, like the pelican.

Haft thou tapM out, and drunkenly carows'd

:

My brother Gkjier^ plain well-meaning foul,

(Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongft happy fouls!)

May be a precedent and witnefs good.

That thou refpeft'ft not fpilling Ednvard^ blood :

join with the present ficknefs that I have;
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked age.

To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower.

Live in thy lhame, but die not fliame with thee

!

These words hereafter thy tormentors be !

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave :

Love they to live, that love and honour have.

[^Exiti born off by his Attendants,

Ric. And let them die, that age and fullens have;

For both haft thou, and both become the grave.

Tor. 1 do befeech your majefty, impute
His words to wayward ficklinefs and age

:

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear;

As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here.

Ric. Right, you fay true : as Hereford's love, fo his;

As theirs, fo mine ; and all be as it is.

NoRTHUMBE RLAND. [majcfty.

Nor. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your

Jiic. What fays he noto ?

"^S age in him :
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A^OR, Nay, nothing; all is faid :

His tongue is now a ftringlefs inftrument

;

Words, life, and all, old Lancajler hath fpent.

Tor. Be York the next that muft be bankrupt fo!

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.
Ric. The ripeft fruit firft falls, and fo doth he ;

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be :

So much for that. Now for our Irijh wars :

We muft fupplant these rough rug-headed kerns ;

Which live like venom, where no venom elfe.

But only they, hath priviledge to live.

And for these great affairs do afk fome charge, "~

Towards our affiftance, we do feize to us

The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables.

Whereof cur uncle Gaunt did ftand posseffM.

Tor. How long ftiall I be patient ? ah, how long

Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong?
Not Glojiers death, nor Herfforcl'% banilhment.

Nor Gaunt\ rebukes, nor England's private wrongs.

Nor the prevention of poor BoUnghrohe

About his marriage, nor my own difgrace.

Have ever made me four my patient cheek.

Or bend one wrinkle on my fovereign's face.—

I am the laft of noble Edivara^ Tons,

Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was firft ;

In war was never lion rag'd more fierce.

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, •

Than was that young and princely gentleman ;

His face thou haft, for even fo look'd he,

Accomplifti'd with the number of thy hours

;

But, when he frown'd, it was againft the French^

And not againlt his friends : his noble hand

II have
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Bid win what he did fpend, and fpent not that

Which his triumphant father's hand had won

:

His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood.

But bloody with the enemies of his kin.

O, Richard, Tork is too far gone with grief.

Or elfe he never would compare between.

Ric. Why, uncle, what's the matter?

YoR. O, my liege.

Pardon me, if you please; if not, T pleas'd

Not to be pardon'd, am content withal.

Seek you to feize and gripe into your hands

The royalties and rights of banifh'd Hereford?

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth r.ot Hereford live

^

Was not Gaunf jni[ ? and is not Harry true ?

Did not the one deserve to have an heir?

Is not his heir a well-deserving fon ?

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time

His charters, and his cuftomary rights ;
'

Let not to-morrow then enfue to-day

;

Be not thyfelf. For how art thou a king.

But by fair fequence and fucceffion ?

Now, afore God, (God forbid, I fay true !)

If you do wrongfully feize Hereford's rights.

Call in the letters patents that he hath

By his.attornies-general to fue

His livery, and deny his ofFer'd homage.
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head.

You lose a thousand well-difposed hearts.

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts

Which honour and allegiance cannot think.

Ric. Think what you will; we feize into our hand*
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.
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Tor. I'll not be by, the while : My liege, farewel;

What will enfue hereof, there's none can tell;

But by bad couries may be underftood,

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit*

Ric. Go, Bujhyy to the earl of Wiltjhire ftraightj

Bid him repair to us to ^'/v-houfe,

To fee this businefs : To-morrow next

We will iox Ireland and 'tis time, I trow;

And we create, in abfence of ourfelf,

Our uncle York lord-governor of Englandy

For he is jull, and always lov'd us well

Come on, our queen : to-morrow muft we part;

Be merry, for our time of ftay is ftort.

\_Exeunt King, Queen, Buf. Aum. Gre. and Bzg»

Nor. Well, lords, the duke oiLartcaJler is dead.

Ros. And living too ; for now his fon is duke.

WiL. Barely in title, not in revenue.

Nor. Richly in both, if juftice had her right.

Ros. My heart is great; but it muft break with filence,

Ere't be difburthen'd with a liberal tongue. [more,

Nor. Nay, fpeak thy mind ; And let him ne'er fpeak

That fpeaks thy words again, to do thee harm ! \_ford?

WiL. Tends that thou'dft fpeak, to the duke ot Here-

If it be fo, out with it boldly, man

;

Quick is mine ear, to hear of good towards him.

Ros. No good at all, that 1 can do for him:
Unlefs you call it good, to pity him.

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. [born,

Nor. Now, afore heaven, 'tis fhame, fuch wrongs are

In him a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land.

The king is not himfelf, but bafely led
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By flatterers ; and what they will inform.

Merely in hate, 'gainft any of us all,

That will the king feverely profecute

'Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ros, Thecommonshathhepiirdwithgrievous taxes,

And loft their hearts: the nobles hath he fin'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts.

fFiL, And daily new exadlions are devis'd.

As— blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what:

But what, o'God's name, doth become of this ?

Nor, 'War hath not wafted it; for war'd he hath not.

But bafely yielded upon compromise
Tliat which his anceftors atchiev'd with blows

:

More hath he fpent in peace, than they in wars.

Ros, The earl of Wiltjhire hath the realm in farm.

WiL . The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken man.
Nor. Reproach, and diftblution, hangeth over him.
Ros. He hath not money for these IriJ^ wars.

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding.

But by the robbing of the banifh'd duke.

Nor. His noble kinsman; Moft degenerate king!
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempeft fmg.

Yet feek no fhelter to avoid the ftorm :

We fee the wind fit fore upon our fails.

And yet v\/e ftrike not, but fecurely perifli.

Ros. We fee the very wreck that we muft fufFerj

And unavoided is the danger now,
For fuffering fo the causes of our wreck.

Nor. Not fo ; even through the hoUaw eyes of death,
I fpy life peering : but I dare not fay,

How near the tidings of our comfort is.

PFii . Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as tho«<loft ours.

6 And quite loft xi Wars-
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Ros» Be confident to fpeak, Norfhumherland

:

We three are but thyfelf ; and, fpeaking fo.

Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold.

i^oR. Then thus :— I have from Fort le blancy a bay
In Brittany y receiv'd intelligence,

That Harry Hereford, ReigmU lord Cobham ;

The archbifliop, late of Canterbury ; his nephew.
That late broke from the duke oif Exeter;

Sir Thomas Erpingham., Sir Thomas Ramjion,

^ohn Norberyy Robert Waterton y Francis ^oint,—
All these, well furnifti'd by the duke of Bretagncy

With eight tall (hips, three thousand men of war,i

Are making hither with all due expedience.

And (hortly mean to touch our northern fhore

:

Perhaps, they had ere this ; but that they ftay

The firft departing of the king for Ireland.

If then we fhall (hake off our flavifh yoke.

Imp out our drooping country's broken wing.

Redeem from broking pawn the blemi(h*d crown.

Wipe off the dull that hides our fcepter's gilt,

And make high majefty look like itfelf.

Away, with me, in poft to Ra<venfpurg :

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo.

Stay, and be fecret, and myfelf will go.

Ros, To horfe, to horfe ; urge doubts to them that fear,

WiL* Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be there.

{Exeunt

»

SCENE 11. Thefame, A Room in thi Palace,

Enter Queen, Bushy, and^kCOT.
Buf. Madam, your majefty is too much fad :

You promis'd, when you parted with the king,

4 Bian (f Ha-ry Duke of Hereford 7 v. Note,
0
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To lay afide life-harming heavinefs.

And entertain a chearful difposition.

^e. To please the king, f did ; to please myfelf,

I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause

Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as grief,

Save bidding farewel to fo fweet a gueft

As my fweet Richard : Yet again, methinks.

Some unborn forrow, ripe in fortune's womb.
Is coming towards me; and my inward foul

With nothing trembles, VZX at fomething grieves.

More than with parting from my lord the king.

Bus. Each fubftance of a grief hath twenty fhadows.

Which Ihevv like grief itfeif, but are not fo :

For forrovv's eye, glazed with blinding tears.

Divides one thing entire to many objefts;

Like perfpedlives, which, wrily gaz'd upon,

Shew nothing but confusion, ey'd aright,

Diftinguifh form : fo your fweet majefty.

Looking awry upon your lord's departure.

Finds fliapes of grief, more than himfelf, to wail ;

Which, look'd on as they are, are nought but fhadows

Of what they are not. Then, thrice-gracious queen,

More than your lord's departure weep not; more's not feen:

Or if it be, 'tis with falfe forrovv's eye,

Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary.

^e. It may be fo ; but yet my inward foul

Perfuades me, it is otherwise: Howe'er it be,

I cannot but be fad; fo heavy fad,

As though, in thinking, on no thought I think,

makes me with heavy nothing faint and flirink.

Bus. *Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.

^e, 'Tis nothing lefs : conceit it [till deriv'd

>o fomething it giieves '3 /hewes— is not ^6 rightly ^7 awry
ao Finde ^' as it is, is ^'what it ij not 2'; though on

Vol. V. I
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From fome fore-father grief ; mine is not fo j

For nothing hath begot my fomething grief;

Or fomething hath, the nothing that 1 grieve

;

'Tis in revcrfion that I do possefs

;

But what it is, that is not yet known ; what
I cannot name ; 'tis namelefs woe, I wot.

Enter Greek, [men :

—

Grs. God fave your majefty! _ and well met, gentle-

1 hope, the king is not yet fhip'd for Ireland.

^e. Why hop'il thou fo ? 'tis better hope, he is

;

For his defign craves hafte, his hafte good hope

;

Then wherefore dofl thou hope, he is not ftiip'd ?

Gre. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his power^

And driven into defpair an enemy's hope.

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land :

The banifli'd Bolingbroke repeals himfelf,

And with uplifted arms is fafe arriv'd

At Ranjeiijpurg.

^e. Now God in heaven forbid

!

Gre. Ah, madam, 'tis too true: and that is worfe,-"

The lord NorthuTnberlatid, his young fon Henry,

The lords of Rofs, Beaumond, and Willougbbyy

With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Bus, Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland,

And all the reft of the revoking fa^Hon,

Traitors ?

Gre. We have : whereon the earl of IVorceJler

Hath broke his ftafF, resign'd his ftewardfliip.

And all the houftiold fervants rled with him.

^e. So, Greetii thou art the midwife to my woey
And Bolingbroke my forrow's dismal heir :

Now hath my foul brought forth her prodigy;

M defi^nes crave ^•x HtnrWBemc '-7 whereupon -? himto^;////>^i/fi^;
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And I, a gafping nevv-deliver'd mother.

Have woe to woe, forrow to forrow join'd.

Bus, Defpair not, madam.
^e. Who Hiall hinder me ?

I will defpair, and be at enmity

With coz'ning hope ; he is a flatterer,

A parafite, a keeper-back of death ;

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life>

Which falfe hope lingers in extremity.

Enter York.
Gre. Here comes the duke of Tork.

^e. With figns of war about his aged neck ;

O, full of careful businefs are his looks

Uncle, for God's fake, comfortable words.

Tor, Comfort's in heaven ; and we are on the earth,

Where nothing lives, but crofTes, care, and grief.

Your husband he is gone to fave far oiF,

Whilft others come to make him lose at home

:

Here am I left to underprop his land.

Who, weak with age, cannot fupport myfelf

Now comes the fick hour that his furfeit made;
Now (hall he try his frien(3s that flattered him.

Enrer a Servant.

Ser. My lord, your fon was gone before I came.

ToR. He was ?_Why, fo ! go all which way it will I

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold.

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's fide

Sirrah,

Get thee to Plajhy, to my filler G/oJIer

;

Bid her fend me presently a thousand pound
Hold, take my ~[" ring.

Ser. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordfliip t

14- fake fpeake com— commons they are colde

I z
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To-day, as I came by, I called there

But I fhall grieve you, to report the reft.

Tor. Whjvt is it, knave?

Ser. An hour before I came, the dutchefs dy'd.

Tor. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes

Comes rujhing on this woful land at once !

I know not what to do:— I would to God,
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it)

The king had cut oft my head with my brother's.—

What, are there pofts diipatch'd for Ireland?-^

How lliall we do for money for these wars ?_
Come, fifter,"-cou£in, I would fay ; pray, pardon me

—

Go, fellov/, \tathe'$)tx.'\ gettheehome, provide fome carts,

And bring away the armour th^it is there \Exit Ser*

Gentlemen, will you mufter men ? if 1 know
Hov/, or which way, to order these affairs

Thus moft disorderly thruft into my hands,

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen

Th' one is my fovereign, whom both my oath

And duty bids defend ; th' other again,

51)C is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd.

Whom confbience and my kindred bids to right-

Well, fomewhat we muft do.—Come, cousin, I'll

Difpose of you Go, mufter up your men,

And meet me presently at Berkley^ gentlemen,—

I fiiould to Pla.p^y too ;--

But time will not permit : All is uneven.

And every thing is left at fix and feven.

{^Exeunt York, and Queen.

Bv^. The wind fits fair for news to go io Ireiandy

But none returns. For us to levy power,

Rroportionable to the enemy,

^4 V, Note,^-
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Is all unpoffible.

Gre. Befides, our nearnefs to the king in love.

Is near the hate of those love not the king.

B^G. And that's the wavering commons : for their love

Lies in their purfes ; and wh-ofo empties them.

By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate.

Bus, Wherein the king ftands generally condemned,

ByiG. If judgment lye in them, then fo do we,

Because we ever have been near the king.

Gre. Well, I'll for refuge ftraight to ^r//?c/ caftle ;

The earl of IVUtjlnre is already there.

Bus. Thither will I with you : for little office

The hateful commons will perform for us

;

Except, like curs, to tear us all in pieces.—.

Will you go along with us ?

Bag. No ; I'll to Ireland to his majefty.

Farewel : if heart's prefages be not vain.

We three here part, that ne'er fliall meet again.

Bvs. That's as York thrives to beat back Bolmgbrvke,

Bag. Alas, poor duke! the tallc he undertakes

Is~numb'ring fands, and drinking oceans dry ;

Where one on his fide fights, thousands will fly.

Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever.

Bvs. Well, we may meet again.

Bag. I fear me, never. \Exeunt»

SCENE III. Wilds in Glocefterfliire.

Enter Bolingbroke, North umber land,
journeying ; Forces njjith them*

BoL. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ?

Nor. Believe me, noble lord, 31 cannot tcll;

I am a ftranger here in Glocejierfmre,

'J Will the haiefull commons £o Gree, Ahs
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These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways.

Draw out our miles, and make them wearifome

:

And yet your fair difcourfe hath been as fugar.

Making the hard way fweet and delegable.

But, I bethink me, what a weary way.

From Ra^en/purg to Cotjhold^ will be found

Jn Rofs^ and Willoughby^ wanting your company j

Which, I proteft, hath very much beguil'd

The tedioufnefs and procefs of my travel :

But theirs is fweeten'd with the hope to have

The present benefit which I possefs

:

And hope to 'joy, is little lefs in joy.

Then hope enjoy'd: by this the weary lords

Shall make their way feem fhort ; as mine hath done

By fight of what I have, your noble company.
BoL, Of much lels value is my company,

Than your good words. But who comes here ?

E7iter Harry Percy.
l>IoR. It is my fon, lortit young Harry Percys

Sent from my brother Worcejiery whencefoever :—
Harry^ how fares your uncle ?

Per. I had thought, my lord.

To have learn'd his health of you.

Nor. Why, is he not with the queen ?

Per. No, my good lord i he hath forfook the court.

Broken his ftafr of office, and difperf'd

The houfhold of the king.

Nor. What was his reason ?

He was not fo resolv'd, when we laft fpake together.

Per. Because your lordlhip was proclaimed traitor.

But he, my lord, is gone to Ra<venfpurgy

To offer fervice to the duke of Hereford;

2 Drawes — makes
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And fent me o'er by Berkley, to difcover

What power the duke of Tork had levy'd there;

Then with diredlion to repair to Rwvenfpurg.

Nor. Have you forgot the duke of Herefordy boy ?

Per. No, my good lord; for that is not forgot,

Which ne'er I did remember: to my knowledge,

I never in my life did look on him.

Nor. Then learn to knowhimnow; this "j" is the duke.

Per. My gracious lord, I tender you my fervice.

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;

Which elder days fhall ripen, and confirm

To more approved fervice and desert.

BoL. I thank thee, gentle Percy : and be fare,

I count myfelf in nothing elfe fo happy,

As in a foul rememb'ring my good friends ;

And^, as my fortune ripens with thy love,

It fhall be ftill thy true love's recompence:

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus "["feals it.

Nor. How fiir is it to Berkley^' And what ftir

Keeps good old Tork there, with his men of war?
Per, There ~j" Hands the caftle, by yon tuft of trees,

Man'd with three hundred men, as 1 have heard:

And in it are the lords— ?or>f, Berkley
, Seymour

y

None elfe of name, and noble eftimate.

Enter Ross, and Wil lough By.
Nor. Here come the lords of Rofs and WilloughBy,

Bloody with fpurring, fiery-red with hafle.

BoL. Welcome, my lords : I wot, your love purfues

A banifh'd traitor ; all my treasury

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd.

Shall be your love and labour's recompence.

Ros. Your presence makes us rich, mofl noble lordi

*3 Lords of Yorke Barkly and Seymer

I4
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WiL. And far furmounts our labour to attain it,

BoL. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor;
"Which, 'till my infant fortune comes to years.

Stands for my bounty. But who is't comes here ?

Enter Berkley.
Nor. It is my lord Berkleyy as I guefs.

Ber. My lord of Hereford^ my meiTage is to you.

BoL. My lord, my anfwer is to Lancafier ;

And I am come to feek that name in England:
And I muft find that title in your tongue,

Before I make reply to aught you fay.

Blr. Miftake me not, my lord; 'tis not my meaning.
To 'rale one title of your honour out :

—
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will)

From the moft gracious regent of this land,

The duke of York-y to know, what pricks you on
To take advantage o\ the abfent time,

And fright our native peace with lelf-born arms.

Enter VoRK, attended.

BoL. I fhall not need tianfport my words by you.

Here comes his grace in perfon— My noble uncle!

[^approaching him njuith Renjerence»

Tor. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee.

Whose duty is deceivable and faife.

BoL. My gracious uncle !

—
roR. lot, tut!

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle :

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word — grace.

In an ungracious mouth, is but prophane.

Why have those banifn'd and forbidden legs

Dar''d once to touch a dull of England's ground ?

But then more why,— Why have they dar'd to march
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So many miles upon her peaceful bosom

;

Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war.

And ofientation of defpised arms ?

Com'ft thou because the anointed king is hence?
Why, foolifh boy, the king is left behind,

And in my loyal bosom lies his power.

Were I but now the lord of fuch hot youth.

As when brave Gaimt thy father, and myfelf,

Refcu'd the black prince, that young Mars of men.
From forth the ranks of many thousand French ;

O, then, how quickly ihould this arm of mine.

Now prisoner to the palsy, chaftise thee,

And minifter correftion to thy fault.

BoL. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault;

On what condition rtands it, and wherein r

Tor. Even in condition of the worft degree,-^

In grofs rebellion, and detefted treason:

Thou art a banifh'd man, and here art come.
Before the expiration of thy time,

In braving arms againfl: thy fovereign.

JBoL. As I was banifh'd, I was banifti'd Hereford

i

But as I come, \ come for Lancajier,

And, noble uncle, I befeech your grace.

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye

:

You are my father, for, methinks, in you
I fee old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father.

Will you permit that I (hall ftand condemn'd,

A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties

Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away
To upftart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I born ?

If that my cousin king be king of England^

Jt muft be granted, I am duke of Lancajier,
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You have a fon, Jumerh^ my noble kinsman ;

Had you dy'd firll, and he been thus trod down.
He fnould have found his uncle Gaunt a father.

To rouze his wrongs, and chafe them to the bay.

J am deny'd to fue my livery here.

And yet my letters-patents give me leave :

My father's goods are all diftrain'd, and fold;

And these, and all, are all amifs employ'd.

What would you have me do ? I am a fubjefl,

And challenge law: Attorneys are deny'd me

;

And therefore perfonally I lay my claim

To my inheritance of free defcent.

Nor. The noble duke hath been too much abus*d.

Ros. It ftands ycur grace upon, to do him right.

WiL. Bafe men by his endowments are made great.

Tor. My lords of Engla^id, let me tell you this,^

I ha\'e had feeling of my cousin's wrongs.

And labour'd all 1 could to do him right:

But in this kind to come, in braving arms.

Be his own carver, and cut out his way,

To find out right with wrong,— it may not be;

And you, that do abet him in this kind,

Cherifh rebellion, and are rebels all.

Nor. The noble duke hath fworn, his coming is

Put for his own : and, for the right of that,

We all have ftrongly fworn to give him aid ;

And let him ne'er fee joy, that breaks that oath.

YoR. Well, Vv^ell, I fee the i/Tue of these arms;

I cannot mend it, 1 muft needs confefs,

Because my power is weak, and all ill left:

But, if I could, by Him that gave me life,

] would attach you all, and make you ftoop
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Unto the fovereign mercy of the king

;

But, fince I cannot, be it known to you,

I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ;
—

'

Unlefs you please to enter in the cadle,

And there repose you for this night, or fc*

BoL. An offer, uncle, that we will accept.

But we muft win your grace, to go with us

To Brijicl caftie; which, they fay, is held

By Bujhyy Bagotf and their complices.

The caterpillars of the commonwealth,
Which I have fworn to weed, and pluck away.

Tor. It may be, I will go with you : but yet I'll pause;
For I am loth to break our country's laws.

Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are

:

Things part redrefs, are now with me paft care. [Exeutft^

SCENE IV. A Camp in Wales.

Enter Sal isbury, and a Captain.

Cap, My lord of Salijhurjiy we have ilay'd ten days.

And hardly kept our countrymen together.

And yet we hear no tidings from the king;
Therefore we will difperfe ourfelves : farewel.

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trufty VVelJhman ;

The king reposeth in thee all his confidence.

Cap, 'Tis thought, the king is dead ; we will not flay.

The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd.

And meteors fright the fixed ftars of heaven;
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth.

And lean-look'd prophets whifper fearful change;
Rich men look fad, and ruffians dance and leap,

—

The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy,

The other, to enjoy by rage and war

:

*4 all his confidence in thee
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These figns fore-run the death, or fall, of kings.

Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled

As well afiur'd, Richard their king is dead. [Exit,

Sal. Ah, Richard\ with the eyes of heavy mind,
I fee thy glory, like a fliooting ftar,

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament

!

Thy fun fets weeping in the lowly weft,

Witnefling ftorms to come, woe, and unreft:

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes;

And crofsly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit,

jcr III.

SCENE I. Briftol. Before the Caftle.

.
BoLiNGBROKE, YoRK, Rofs, WiHoughby,

Percy, Northumberland : Oficers behind,

Hvith Bushy, and Green, Prisoners,

BoL. Bring forth these men. _ [to the Officers*

Bujky^ and Green, I will not vex your fouls

(Since presently your fouls muft 'part your bodies)

With too much urging your pernicious lives.

For 'twere no charity : yet, to wafli your blood

From oif my hands, here, in the view of men,
I will unfold fome causes of your death.

You have mil-led a prince, a royal king,

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments.

By you unhappy'd and diffigur'd clean:

You have, in manner, with your fmful hours

Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ;

Broke the posseflion of a royal bed.

And itain'd the beauty of a fair queen's checks
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With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs.

Mylelf— a prince, by fortune of my birth;

Near to the king in blood ; and near in love,

'Till you did make him mifinterpret me,

—

Have lloop'd my neck under your injuries.

And figh'd my Englijh breath in foreign clouds.

Eating the bitter bread of banifiiment

:

Whilft you have fed upon my fignories,

Difpark'd my parks, and fell'd my foreil woods;
From my own windows torn my houfliold coat,

Raf'd out my imprese, leaving me no fign,—

Save men's opinions, and my living blood,

—

To Ihew the world I am a gentleman.

This, and much more, much more than twice all this.

Condemns you to the death : _See them deliver'd over

To execution and the hand of death.

Bus. More welcome is the ftroke of death to me,

Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewel.

Gre. My comfort is,— that heaven will take our fouls.

And plague injudice with the pains of hell.

BoL. My lord Northumberland^ feem them difpatch'd,

\^Exeunt Nor. and OtherSy <with the Prisoners,

Uncle, you fay, the queen is at your houfe ;

For God's fake, fairly let her be entreated:

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends;
Take fpecial care my greetings be deliver'd.

Tor. a gentleman of mine I have difpatch'd

With letters of your love to her at large.

BoL. Thanks, gentle uncle—Come, lords, away;

A while to work, and, after, holiday. [^Exeunt,

S CE NE II. Coaji of Wales, d Qajik in Fierju,

i9 V,. Note.
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Enter y <U}ith Drum and Colours^ King Richard, and
SoUiersi Bijhop (p/'Carl i sle, Aumerle.

Hic. Barkloughly caftle call you this at hand ?

AuM. Yea, my cooti lord: How brooks yourgrace the air,

After your tolTing on the breaking feas ?

Ric. Needs muft I like it well; 1 weep for joy.

To ftand upon my kingdom once again

—

Dear earth, I do falute thee with my hand,

Though rebels wound thee with their horfes' hoofs

:

As a long-parted mother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears, and fmiles in weeping;
So, weeping, fmiling, greet I thee, my earth,

And do thee favour with my royal hands.

Feed not thy fovereign's foe, my gentle earth.

Nor with thy fvveets comfort his rav'nous fenfe

:

But let thy fpiders, that fuck up thy venom,
And heavy-gaited toads, lye in their way;
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet.

Which with usurping fteps do trample thee.

Yield flinging nettles to mine enemies :

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower.

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder;

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy fovereign's enemies

Mock not my fenfelefs conjuration, lords;

This earth fhall have a feeling, and these (lones

Prove armed foldiers, ere her native king

Shall falter under foul rebellious arms.

Car. Fearnot,my lord; thatPo\ver,thatmadeyou king,

H.ith power to keep you king, in fpight of all.

The means that heaven yields muft be embrac'd,

A.r.d not negleded t^cn ; elfe, heaven would.

5 your bte toffing n ia meeting 3^ heavens yceld
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And we will not; heaven's offer we refuse.

The proffer'd means of fuccour and redrefs.

JuM. He means, my lord, that we are too remifs

;

Whim Bolingbroke^ through our fecurity.

Grows ilrong and great, in fubftance, and in friends.

Ric. Difcomfortable cousin ! know'il thou not,

That, when the fearching eye of heaven is hid

Behind the globe, and lights the lower world,

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unfeen.

In murthers, and in outrage, bloody here;

But when, from under this terreflrial ball.

He fires the proud tops of the eaftern pines.

And darts his light through every guilty hole,

Then murthers, treasons, and detelied fins.

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their back
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves ?

So v.'hen this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke^ ~~

Who all this while hath revel'd in the night,

Whilft we were wand'ring with the antipodes,—

Shall fee us rising in our throne the eafc.

His treasons will lit blulhing in his face.

Not able to endure the fight of day.

But, felf-afffighted, tremble at his fin.

Not all the water in the rough rude fea

Can vvalh the balm from an anointed king;

The bi-eath of worldly men cannot depose
,

The deputy eleded by the Lord

:

For every man that BoUngbroke hath preff'd

To lift fhrewd Heel againH our golden crown,

God for his Richard hath in heave ;ily pa/
A glorious angel: then, if angels fight.

Weak men mail: fall ; for hea/en ftiii guards the righ

a fuccours 8 Globe, that li Jits
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Ejiter Salisbury.
Welcome, my lord ; How far off lies your power ?

Sal, Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious lord.

Than this weak arm ; Difcomfort guides my tongue,

And bids me fpeak of nothing but defpair.

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord.

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth :

O, call back yefterday, bid time return.

And thou (halt have twelve thousand fighting men!
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,

O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy ftate;

For all the Weljhmen^ hearing thou wert dead.

Are gone to Bolingbroke^ difperf'd, and fled.

AvM. Comfort,my liege; Whylooksyourgracefopale?
Ric. But now the blood of twenty thousand men
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled

;

And, 'till fo much blood thither come again,

Have I not reason to look pale and dead?

AH fouls that will be fafe, fly from my fide

;

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride.

AvM, Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are.

Ric. \ had forgot myfelf : Am I not king ?

Awake, thou coward majefty ! thou fleep'ft.

Js not the king's name forty thousand names?
Arm, arm, my name ; a puny fubjeft firikes

At thy great glory. Look not to the ground.

Ye favourites of a king ; Are we not high ?

High be our thoughts : I know, my uncle York

Hath power enough to ferve our turn. But who
Comes here I

^Enter Scroop.
ZcK. More health and happinefs betide my liege.
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Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him.

Ric. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd;

The worft is worldly lofs, thou canft unfold.

Say, is my kingdom loft ? why, 'twas my care;

And what lofs is it, to be rid of care ?

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ?

Greater he fhali not be ; if he ferve God,
We'll ferve him too, and be his fellow fo :

Revolt our fubjefts ? that we cannot mend

;

They break their faith to God, as well as us

:

Cry, woe, deftrudlion, ruin, lofs, decay ;

The worft is — death, and death will have his day.

ScR Glad am 1, that your highnefs is fo arm'd
To bear the tidings of calamity.

Like an unfeasonable ftormy day,

Which makes the filver rivers drown their fhores.

As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears ;

So high above his limits fvvells the rage

Of Bolingbroke^ covering your fearful land

With hard bright fteel, and hearts harder than fteel.

White beards have arm'd their thin and hairlefs fcatps

Againft thy majefty ; boys, with women's voices,

Strive to fpeak big, and clafp their female joints

In ftifF unwieldy arms againft thy crov/n ;

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew againft thy ftate

;

Yea, diftaffgwomen manage rally bills

Againft thy feat: both young and old rebel.

And all goes worfe than 1 have power to tell.

Bic, Too well, too well, thou teli'ft a tale fo ill.

Where is the earl of Wiltjhire? where is BagotP
What is become of Bujby ? where is Green f

^3 clap

Vol. V.
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That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with fuch peaceful fteps ?

If we prevail, their heads fhall pay for it.

1 warrant, they've made peace with BoUngbroke,

ScR. Peace havethey made withhim, indeed, my lord.

Ric. O villains, vipers, damn'd without redemption !

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man

!

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that fting my heart

Three ^Judajfes^ each one thrice worfe than Judas !

Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war
Upon their fpotted fouls for this offence ?

^CR. Sweet love, I fee, changing his property.

Turns to the foureft and moft deadly hate :_
Again uncuife their fouls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you curfe,

}-Iave felt the worft of death's dellroying wound,
And lye full low grav'd in the hollow ground.

AuM. Is Bzijhy, Green, and the earl of Wiltjhire, dead?

ScR. Yea, all of them zX BriJiolXo'^ their heads.

AuM. Where is the duke my father with his power ?

Rlc. No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeak :

Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs;

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eyes

Write forrow on the bosom of the earth.

Let's choose executors, and talk of wills ;
—

And yet not fo. For what can we bequeath.

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? •

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke*%,

And nothing can we call our own, but death ;

And that fmall model of the barren earth,

Which ferves as pafte and cover to our bones.

For God's fake, let us fit upon the ground.
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And tell fad ftories of the death of kings :—•

How feme have been depos'd, feme flain in war,

Some haunted by the ghofts they difposseff'd,

Some poison'd by their wives, fome Heeping kill'd.

All murther'd: For within the hollow crown.

That rounds the mortal temples of a king,

Keeps death his court : and there the antick fits.

Scoffing his Hate, and grinning at his pomp;
Allowing him a breath, a little fcene

To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks

;

Infusing him with felf and vain conceit, •-

As if this flefli, which walls about our life.

Were brafs impregnable ; and, humour'd thus.

Comes at the laft, and with a little pin

Bores through his caftle wall, and— farewcl king.

Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood

With folemn reverence ; throw away refpeft,

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty:

For you have but miflook me all this while ;

I live with bread like you, feel want liUe ^OUt

Tafte grief, need friends, liRe ^ou ; Subje6led thus,

How can you fay to me— 1 am a kino; ?

C^R . My lord, wise men ne'er wail their present woes.

But presently prevent the ways to wail.

To fear the foe, fince fear opprefTeth ftrength.

Gives, in your weaknefs, ftrength unto your foe.

And fo your follies fight againlt yourfelf.

Fear, and be flain ; no worfe can come, to fight

:

And fight and die, is death deftroying death ;

Where fearing dying, pays death fervile breath.

JuM. My father hath a power, enquire of him ;

And learn to make a body of a limb.

3 they have dcpofed
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i?jc. Thouchid'ft me well ;— FioudBo/if7gl>ro/ce,lcOTnc

To change blows with thee for our day of doom:
This ague fit of fear is overblown

;

jAn easy tafic it is, to win our own
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?
Speak fweetly, man, although thy looks be four.

ScR. Men judge by the complexion of the Iky

The ftate and inclination of the day ;

So may you by my dull and heavy eye,

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to fay.

I play the torturer, by fmall and fmall

To lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken :
—

Your uncle Tork hath join'd v/ith Bolingbroke ;

And all your northern caftles yielded up.

And ali your fouthern gentlemen in arms

Upon his party.

Ric. Thou haft faid enough.

Befhrew thee, cousin, which didft lead me forth

Of that fweet way I v/as in to defpair!

What fay you now ? What comfort have we now ^

By he.iven, I'll hate him everlaftingly.

That bids me be of comfort any more.

Go, to Flint caftle ; there I'll pine away;
A king, woe's flave, fhall kingly woe obey.

That power I have, difcharge ; and let them go
To ear the land that hath fome hope to grow.

For 1 have none: — Let no man fpeak again.

To alter this, for counfel is but vain.

JuM. My liege, one word.

Ric. He does me double wrong,
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.

Difcharge my followers, let them hence Away,,
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From Richard^ night, to Balingbroke\ fair day.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III. The fame. Before the Cafile.

Drums. Enter (marching) B o L i n g c r o k e , and Forces ;

Northumberland, York, and Others.

BoL. So that by this intelligence we learn,

The Wel/hmen are difper^'d ; and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed,

With fome few private friends, upon this coafi:.

Nor. The news is very fair and good, my lord-;

Richard not far from hence hath hid his head.

Tor. It would befeem the lord Northwrnberland^

To fay— king Richard : — the heavy day,

When fuch a facred king fliould hide his head !

Nor. Your grace millakes me ; only to be brief,

Left I his title out.

Tor. The time hath been,

Would you have been fo brief witii him, he would
Have been fo brief with you, to {horten you,

For taking fo the head, your whole head's length.

BoL. Miftake, not uncle, farther than you fhould.

Tor. Take not, good cousin, farther than you fliould.

Left you mif-take ; The heavens are o'er your head.

BoL. I knov/ it, uncle; and toil! not oppose

Myfelf againft their will. _ But who comes here?

Enter Percy.
Well, Harrv\ what, will not this caftle yield?

Per. The caftle royally is man'd, my lord,

Againft thy entrance.

BoL. Royally ! potn fo ?

Why, it contains no king ?

'^S oppofe not 2,8 V/elcoine Eerr^

K3
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Per. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a king ; king Richard lies

Within the limits of yon' lime and ftone :

And with him are the lord Jumerle, lord Salisbury,

Sir Stephen Scroop ; befides a clergyman

Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn.

Nor. Belike, it is the bilhop of Carlisle,

BoL. Noble lord, [/o Nor.
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient cal^Ie

;

Through brazen trumpet fend the breath of parle

Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver.

Harry of Bolingbroke, upon his knees.

Doth kifs king Richard\ hand ;

And fends allegiance, and true faith of heart.

To his moft royal perfon : hither come
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power

;

Provided that, my banifhment repeal'd,

And lands reftor'd again, be freely granted:

Jf not, I'll use the advantage of my power ;

And lay the fummer's dull with fliowers of blood,

Rain'd from the wounds of flaughter'd .*

The which, how far OiF from the mind of Bolingbroke

It is, fuch crimson tempeft Ihould bedrench

The frefn green lap of fair king Richard's land.

My looping duty tenderly fhall (hew.

Go, fignify as much; while here we march
Upon the grafiy carpet of this plain—

[Nor. bo<zvs ; and approaches the Cajile^ ivith a
Trumpet, &c.

Let's march without the noise of threat'ning drum.
That from the caftle's totter'd battlements

Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.
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Methinks, king Richard a.nd myfelf fhould meet
With no lefs terror than the elements

Of fire and water, when their thund'ring fliock

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water :

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain

My waters ; on the earth, and not on him.

March on, and mark king Richard how he looks.

j4 Parle founded : is anfiver'd by

another 'Trumpetfrom 'vjithin. Flourijh\ and
Entery upon the Walls, King Richard; Au merle,

and his other Folloivers^ 'with him.

See, fee, king Richard doth himfelf appear.

As doth the blufliing difcontented fun

From out the fiery portal of the eaft

;

When he perceives, the envious clouds are bent

To dim his glory, and to ftain the track

Of his bright paflage to the Occident.

Tor. Yet looks he like a king; behold, his eye.

As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth

Controuling majeily : Alack, alack, for woe.

That any harm fliould ftain fo fair a fliow !

Ric, We are amaz'd; [to Nor.] and thus long havs

v/e ftood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,

Because we thought ourfelf thy lawful king:
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their awful duty to our presence ?

If vve be not, fhew us the hand of God
That hath difmiff'd us from our ftewardfhip

;

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone

Can gripe the facred handle of our fcepter,

K4
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Unlefs he do prophane, fteal, or usurp.

And though you think, that all, as yon have done.
Have torn their fouls, by turning them from us.

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ;
—

Yet know, my mafter, God omnipotent
Js muft'ring in his clouds, on our behalf.

Armies of peftilence ; and they fliall ftrike

Your children yet unborn, and unbegot.

That lift your vaiTal hands againli my head.

And threat the glory of my precious crown.
Tell Bolingbroke, (for yon', methinks, he is)

That every ilride he makes upon my land.

Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope
The purple teftament of bleeding war;

But ere the crown he looks for light in peace.

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' Ions

Shall ill become the flower England^ s face,

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace

To fcarlet indignation, and bedew
Her paftures' grafs with faithful Englijh blood.

I^OR. The King of heaven forbid, our lord the ki

Should fo with civil and uncivil arms

Be rufn'd upon ! irtJo, thy thrice-noble cousin,

Harry of Bolhigbroke, doth kifs thy hand ;

And by the honourable tomb he fwears.

That Hands upon thy royal grandfire's bones

;

AvlA by the royalties of both your bloods.

Currents that Ipring from one moft gracious head ;

And by the bury'd hand of warlike Gaunt ;

And b)' the worth and honour of himfelf.

Comprising all that may be fworn or faid,""

His coming hither hath no further fcope,

15 live in *o payors *4 doth humbly kifTe



I

Richard 11". 59

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg

Enfranchisement immediate on his knees :

Which on thy royal party granted once,

His glittering arms he will commend to ruil.

His barbed fteeds to ftables, and his heart

To faithful fervice of your majeily.

This fvvears he, as he is a prince, is juft ;

And, as 1 am a gentleman, 1 credit him.

Ric. Northumberland, fay. thus the king returns ;
—

His noble coasin is right welcome hither ;

And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplifh'd without contradiflion :

With all the gracious utterance thou haft,

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. _
We do debafe us, cousin, do we - ot.

To look fo poorly, and to fpeak fo fa^r ?

Shall we call back Northumberland and fend

Defiance to the traitor, and fo die ?

AuM. No, my good lord :, let's fight with gentle words,

'Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful fwords.

Ric. O God ! o God ! that e'er this tongue of mine,

That lay'd the fentence of dread banilhtnent

On yon' proud man, fhould take it off again

With words of footh ! O, that \ were as great

As is my grief, or lefler than my name I

Or that I could forget what I have been !

Or not remember what I muil be now !

Sweiril thou, proud heart? I'il give thee fcope to beat.

Since foes have fcope to beat both the(^and me
AuM. Ncrthumberland comQS. back from BoUnpbroke.

Ric. What mull the king do now? Muil he fubraitr

The king fliall do it ? Muft^he be depos'd ?

15 debafe ourfelves, Cofen
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The king fhall be contented: Muft he lose

The name of king ? o' God's name, let it go :

I'll give my jewels for a fet of beads

;

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage

;

My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown ;

My figur'd goblets, for a dilh of wood ;

My fcepter, for a palmer's walking-ftaff

;

My fubjedls, for a pair of carved faints

;

And my large kingdom, for a little grave,

A little little grave, an obfcure grave;—
Or I'll be bury'd in the king's high-way.

Some way of common trade, where fubjedls' feet

May hourly trample on their fovereign's head :

For on my heart they tread, now whilll 1 live ;

And, bury'd once, why not upon my head ? —
Aumerle., thou vveep'il

; My tender-hearted cousin !~*

We'll m.ake foul weather with defpised tears

;

Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the fummer corn.

And make a dearth in this revolting land.

Or fhall v.'e play the wantons with our woes,

And make fome pretty match with flieddlng tears ?

As thus ; — To drop them ftill upon one place,

'Till they have fretted us a pair of graves

Within the earth; and, therein \2iy''6.,'~ There lies

1 ^jjo kinsmer., dig^d their gra-ises nvith nveeping eyes?

Would not this ill do well? Well, well, 1 fee

I talk but idly, and you mock at m.e._
Moil mighty prince, my lord Northianherland,

What fays kingJBcling/^yoke P will his majefty

Give Richard leave to live 'till Richard die ?

You make a leg, and Bolinghroh {ciys~~ ^y.

Ngr. My lord, in the bafe court he doth attend
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To fpeak with you ; may't please you to come down.

Ric, Down, down, I come; like glilVr.ng l^baeton^

Wanting the manage of unruly jades.

In the bafe court? Bafe court, where kings grov/ bafe,

To come at traitors' calls, and tio them grace.

In thebafecourt? Comedown Down, court'.do^vn, king 1

Fornight-owls fhriek where mounting larks Oiould fmg.

[^Exeunt,from aho've,

BoL. What fays his majelly }

Nor. Sorrow and grief of heart

Makes him fpeak fondly, like a frantick man :

Yet he is come, lorti*

Enter Richard, and his Attendants, heloiv.

BoL. Stand all apart.

And fliew fair duty to his majefty.—

My gracious lord,— [k^csling.

Ric. Fair cousin, you debafe your princely knee.

To make the bafe earth proud with killing it:

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love.

Than my unpleas'd eye fee your courtefy.

Up, cousin, up; [raLrng him.] your heart is up, I know,
Thus high ~\~ at leaft, although your knee be low.

BoL. My gracious lord, i come but for mine own.
Ric. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all.

BoL. So far be mine, my mod redoubted lord.

As my true fervice fhall deserve your love.

Ric. Well you deserve ; They well deserve to have.

That know the fcrong'ft and fureft way to get

Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ;

Tears Ihew their love, but want their remedies.

Cousin, I am too young to be your father.

Though you are old enough to be my heir.
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What you will have, I'll give, and willing too

;

For do we muft, what force will have us do.,-.

Set on towards Lo?2c/on :— Cousiuy is it To ?

£oL. Yea, my good lord.

Ric. Then I muft not fay, no. [Flourijb. Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Langley. The Duke of Yovk's Garc^e^z.

Enter the Queen, and hsr Ladies.

^e. What fport fha!i we devise here in this garden.

To drive away the heavy thought of care

1 . L, Madam, we'll play at bowls.

^e. 'Twill make me think, the world is full of rubs.

And that my fortune runs againft the bias.

I. L. Madam, we'll dance.

^e. A4y legs can keep no measure in delight.

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief:

Therefore no dancing, girl ; fome other fport.

I. L. Madam, we will tell tales.

^e. Ofjoy, or grief?

\.L. Of either, madam.
^e. j;5o, of neither, girl

:

For if of joy, being altogether wanting.

It doth remember me the more of forrovv;

Or if of grief, being altogether had.

It adds more forrovv to my want ofjoy :

For what [ have, I need not to repeat;

And what I want, it boots not to complain.

i.L Madam, I'll fmg.

^e. 'Tis well, that thou hail cause ;

^ut thou fhould'ft please me better, would'fl: thou weep.

I.L. I could weep, madam, would it do you good.

^iQ. And I could v/eep, would weeping do me good.

19 Of Ibrrow or of griefe 3i coold ring,"
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And never borrow any tear of thee.

Enter the Gardiner, and tivo Servants^

But ftay, here come the gardiners of tl)i0 place :

—
Let's ftep into the fhadow of these trees :

My wretwhednefs unto a row of pins,

They'll talk of ftate ; for every one doth fo

Againft a change, Woe is fore-run with woe.
[Queen, and Ladles, retire.

Gar. Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apricocks.

Which, like unruly children, make their fire

Stoop with opprefTion of their prodigal weight;

Give foms fupportance to the bending twigs

Go thou, and, like an executioner,

Cut off the heads of too-faft-growing fprays.

That look too lofty in our common-wealth:
All muft be even in our government

You thus employ'd, [ will go root away
The noifome weeds, that without profit fuck

The foil's fertility from vvholefome flowers.

I . S. Why fhould we, in the compafs of a pale.

Keep law, and fonp, and due proportion.

Shewing as in a model our firm ftate ?

When our fea-walled garden, the whole land.

Is full of Vv^eeds; her faireil flowers choak'd up.

Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd.

Her knots diforder'd, and her wholefome herbs

Swarming with caterpillars ?

Gar. Hold thy peace ;

He that hath fufFer'd this diforder'd fpring.

Hath now himf^lf met with the fall of leaf:

The weeds that his broad -fpreading leaves did fljelter^

That feem'd, in eating him, to hold him up.
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Are pluck'd up, root and all, by BcUnghroke\

1 mean, the earl of IViltJhire^ Bujhy, Green.

I . S. Wliat, are they dead ?

Gar. They are ; and Bclingbroke

Hath feiz'd the wafteful king. What pity is it.

That he had not fo trim'd and drelT'd his land.

As we this garden ! 223c, at time of year,

Do wound the bark, the fkin of our fruit-trees j

Left, being over-proud in fap and blood.

With too much riches it confound itfelf

:

Had he done fo to great and growing men,
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafte

Their fruits of duty All fupeifluous branches

We lop away, that bearing boughs may live :

Had he done fo, himfelf had born the crown,

Which wafte of idle hours hath quite thrown down.
I. S. What, think you t|?en, the king fiiall be depos'd?

Gar. Depreff'd he is already ; and depos'd,

'Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came laft night

To a dear friend of the good duke of Tork's,

That tell black tidings. [ing

^.e. O, I am preffd to death through want of fpeak-

Thou Ada7n% likenefs, \_Jiartingfro?n herConceahnent.^ fet

to drefs this garden.

How dares thy tongue found this unpleasing news?
What EnjCy what ferpent hath fuggefted thee

To make a fecond fall of carfed man ?

Why doft thou fay, king Richard is depos'd ?

Dar'ft thou, thou little better thing than earth,

Divine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how,
Cam'fl: thou by these ill tidings ? fpeak, thou wretch.

Gar. Pardon me, madam: little joy have I,

Thcu olAj^dams 2+ thy har/h tongue 3' this ill
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To breath this news ; yet, what I fay, is true.

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold

Oi Bohnghroke; their fortunes both are vveigh'd :

In your lord's fcale is nothin|r but himfsJf,

And Tome few vanities that make him light

;

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke,

Befides himfelf, are all the Englijh peers,

And with that odds he weighs king Richard down,
Poft you to London, and you'll find it fo ;

I fpeak no more than every one doth know.
^e. Nimble mifchance, that art fo light of foot.

Doth not thy embadage belong to me,

And am I laft that knows it? o, thou think'il

To fcrve me laft, that I may longed keep
Thy forrow in my breaft— Come, ladies, go.

To meet at London London^ king in woe
What, was J born to this ! that my fad look

Should grace the triumph of great Bolinghroke !

Gardiner, for telling me this news of woe,

1 would, the plants, thou graft'ft, may never grow.
\Exeunt-<^QtT\, and\i2iA\t^.

Gar. Poor queen ! fo that thy llate might be no worfe,

I would my fkill were fubjedl to thy curfe.

Here did Ihe drop a tear ; here in this place

I'll fet a bank of rue, four herb of grace:

Rue, even for ruth, here ihortly fliali be feen,

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. \ Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. London. The Parliament-Uoiife.

Enterf to their Seats, B o l 1 n g b R 0 1: e, the Dukes
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of AuMERLE Surrey, Northumberland,
Percy, Fitzwater, another Lord, Bijkop c/Car-
LisLE, Abbot c/Weftminfter, &c. Officers behindy

' njoiih B A G o T , and People in Attendance.

BoL . Call Ba^ot forth : _ [Officers fet him to the Bar,
Now, Bagoti freely fpeak

What thou doft know of noble Glojiers death ;

Who wrought it with the king, and who perform'd

The bloody office of his timelefs end.

BjiG. Then fet before my face the lord Aumerle.

BoL, Cousin, ftand forth, and look upon that man.
Bag. My lord Aumerle^ 1 know, your daring tongue

Scorns to unfay what once it hath deliver'd.

In that dead time when Glojierh death was plotted,

I heard you fay, — Is not my arm oj lengthy

"That reachethfrom the rejiful Englifh court

Asfar as Calais, to my uncWs head?
Amongft much other talk, that very time

J heard you fay too, you had rather refuse

The offer of an hundred thousand crowns.

Than to l)d^\ft Boli?jgbrcke return to England :

Adding withal, how bleft this land would be

In this your cousin's death.

AvM. Princes, and noble lords.

What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe man ?

Shall I fo much difnonour my fair ftars,

On equal terms to give him challisement ?

Kither I muft, or have mine honour foil'd

With the attainder of his fland'rous lips.—

There is my"[~gage, the manual feal of death.

That marks thee out for hell ; I fay, thou ly'il

;

6 forth Eagot 7 fpeake thy mind, 20 fay, that you
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And will maintain, v/hat thou haft faid, is falfe,

In thy heart-blood, though being all too bafe

To ftain the temper of my knightly Avord.

BoL. Bagoty forbear, [feeing him Jloop.'\ thou flialt

not take it up.

AuM. Excepting one, I would he were the beft

In all this presence, that hath mov'd me fo.

Fir, If that thy valour ftand on fympathies,.

There is "["my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine :

By that fair fun which Ihews me where thou ftand'ft,

I heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpak'ft it.

That thou wert cause of noble Glo/lers death.

If thou deny'ft it, twenty times thou ly'ft ;

And 1 will turn thy fallhood to thy heart.

Where it was forged, with my rapier's point.

jluM. Thou dar'ft not, coward, live to fee that day.

Fit. Now, by my foul, I would it were this hour.

jiuM. Fitz^jjater, thou art damn'd to hell for this.

Per. Jumerle, thou ly'ft ; his honour is as true

In this appeal, as thou art all unjufl:

And, that thou art fo, there "j"! throw my gage.

To prove it on thee to the extreameft point

Of mortal breathing ; feize it, if thou dar'ft.

JuM. And if I do not, may my hands rot off.

And never brandifti more revengeful fteel

Over the glittering, helmet of my foe!

Lor. 1 tafk thee to the like, forfworn Au7nerle ;

And fpur thee on with full as many lies

As may be hollow'd in thy treacherous ear

From fun to fun : there is~["my honour's pawn;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'ft.

AuM. Who fets me elfer by heaven, I'll throw at all

*7 tafke the earth to ^9 As it may 3^ fmne to finne

Vol. V. L
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I have a thousand fpirits in one breaft.

To anfwer twenty thousand fuch as you.

SuR . My lord Fitzivater, I remember well

The very time Aumerk and you did talk.

Fir, 'Tis very true : you were in presence then ;

And you can witnefs with me, this is true.

^UR. As falfe, by heaven, as heaven itfelf is true.

/'jr. Surrey, thou ly'ft.

SuR, Dilhonourable boy.

That lie lhall lye fo heavy on my fvvord.

That it fhall render vengeance and revenge,

'Till thou the lie-giver, ai.d that lie, do lye

In earth as quiet as thy father's fcull.

In proof whereof, there"!" is honour's pawn ;

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'ft.

How fondly doft thou fpur a forward horfe?

If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live,—

I dare meet Surrey in a wildernefs.

And fpit upon him^ whilft I fay, he lies,

And lies, and lies: there is'|~my bond of faith.

To tie thee to my ftrong corre6tion.__

As I intend to thrive in this new world,

Jumerle is guilty of my true appeal

:

Befides, I heard the banilh'd Norfolk fay.

That thou, Aumerle^ didft fend two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais.

JuM, Some honeft chriftian truft me with a gage.
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down "|~ this,

\_taktng onefrom a Stander-hy.

If he may be repeal'd to try his honour.

BoL. These differences lhall all reft under gage,

'Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he (hall be,

3 I do re
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And, though mine enemy, reftor'd again

To all his fignories ; when he's return'd,

Againft Aumerle we will enforce his trial.

Car. That honourable day fhall ne'er be feen.

Many a time hath banifh'd Norfolk fought

For Jesu Chriji ; in glorious chrillian field

Streaming the enfign of the chriftran crofs,

Againft black pagans, Turks^ and Saracens :

And, toil'd with works of war, retir'd himfelf

To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave

His body to that pleasant country's earth.

And his pure foul unto his captain Chriji,

Under whose colours he had fought fo long*

BoL. Is Norfolk dead?

Car. Sure as I live, my lord.

BoL. Sweet peace conduft his fvveet foul to the bosom
Of good old Abraoaml—.'i^^ lords appellants

Your differences fhall all reft under gage,

'Till we affign you to your days of trial.

Enter York, attended.

Tor. Great duke Lancafer, I come to thee

From plume- pi uck'd ^/V^i^r^; who with willing foul

Adopts thee heir, and his high fcepter yields

To the possefTion of thy royal hand :

Afcend his throne, defcending now from him, —
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth !

BoL. In God's name, I'll afcend the regal throne*

Car. Marry, God forbid ! _
Worft in this royal presence may I fpeak,

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeak the truth.

Would God, that any in this noble presence

Were enough noble to be upright judge

his lande and figniories 15 v, Note,

La
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Of noble Richard \ then true noblefle would
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a wrong.
What fubjecl can giv^e fentence on his king ?

And who fits here, that is not Richard's fubjecl ?

Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear,

Although apparent guilt be feen in them :

And fhall the figure of God's majeftyy

His captain, fleward, deputy eledl,

Anointed^ crowned, planted many years.

Be judg'd by fubjeft and inferior breath.

And he himfelf not present.^ o, forbid it,

That, in a chriftian climate, fouls refin'd

Should fhew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed !

] fpeak to fubjeds, and a fubjecl fpeaks,

Stir'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king.

My lord Hereford hzrc, whom you call king,

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king

:

And if you crown him, let me prophefy,—
The blood ofEngliJh fhall manure the ground.

And future ages groan for this foul aft ;

Peace fhall go fleep with Turks and infidels,

And, in this feat of peace, tumultuous wars

Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ;

Diforder, horror, fear, and mutiny.

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd

The field of Golgctha and dead men's fculls.

O, if you rear this houfe againft this houfe.

It will the vvofulleft division prove.

That ever fell upon this curfed earth

:

Prevent, resifl it, let it not be fo.

Left child, child's children, cry againft you— woe !

Nor. Well have you argu'd, fir
; and, for your pains^

II it God, 50 prevent it,
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Of capital treason we arreft you here : —
My lord of fVeJfminJier, be it your charge

To keep him i^icly 'till his day of trial

—

[Oncers gi<ve Carlifle i^e Allot.

May't please you, lords, to giant the commons' fuit ?

BoL. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view
He may furrender; fo we fhall proceed

Without fufpicion.

Tor. I will be his condu6l. [Ejieuni York, and Others,

BoL. Lords, you that here are under our aireft.

Procure your fureties for your days of anfwer : _
Little a;.e v/e beholding to your love, [//? Car.

And little look'd for at your helping hands.

Re-enter York, nvith Richard, and
OJicers bearing the Regalia.

Ric. Alack, why am I fent for to a king.

Before I have fliook off the regal thoughts

Wherewith 1 reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd

To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee

;

Give forrow leave a while to tutor me
To this fubmiiTion. Yet 1 well remember
The favours of these men : Were they not mine ?

Did they not fometime cry, all hail I to me ?

So Judas did to ChriJ} : but he, in twelve.

Found truth in all, bat one ;
I, in twelve thousand, nonCo

God fave the lung ! Will no man fay, amen ?

Am I both prieil and clerk r well then, amen.
God fave the king ! although 1 be not he ;

And ) et, amen, if heaven do think him me
To do what fervice, am I fent for hither ?

Tor. To do that office of thine own good will.

Which tired m.-ijielly did make tlice cfF.-r,
—
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The resignation of thy ftate and crown
To Henry Bolingbroke. [crown ;

Ric. Give me the crown : ^ Here, cousin, feize the

Here, on this fide, my hand ; on that fide, thine,

Now is this golden crown like a deep well,

That owes two buckets filli'^g one another;

The emptier ever dancing in the air,

The other down, unfeen, and full of water:

That bucket down, and full of tears, am I,

Drinking my griefs, whilft you mount up on high.

BoL. I thought, you had been willing to resign.

Ric My crown, i am; but Hill my griefs are mine:
You may my glories and my ftate depose,

But not my griefs ; Hill am I king of those.

BoL. Part of your cares you give me with your crown.

Ric. Your cares fet up, do not pluck my cares down.
My care is~lofs of care, by old care done;

Your care is — gain of care, by new care won :

The cares I give, I have, though given away ;

They tend the crown, yet ftill with me they ftay.

BoL. Are you contented to resign the crown ?

Ric . Ay, — no : No,— ay ; for I muft nothing be

;

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.

Now mark me how I will undo myfelf :
—

I give this heavy weight =|= from off my head.

And this unvi'ieldy fcepter^from my hand,

The pride of kingly fway from out my heart;

With mine own tears I wafn away my balm,
Vvith mine ( wn hands I give away my crown.
With mine own tongue deny my facred ftate.

With mine own breath releafe all duteous oaths :

All pomp and majefty I do forfwear

;

4 Here Coufin, on
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My manors, rents, revenues, I forego;

My a£ts, decrees, and ftatutes, I deny :

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me

!

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee

!

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd

;

And thou with all pleas'd, that haft all atchiev'd 1

Long may'ft thou live in Richard's feat to fit.

And foon lye Richard in an earthy pit

!

God fave king Henry ^ unking'd Richard fays.

And fend him many years of fun-fhine days !

What more remains ?

Nor. No more, but that you read [offering a Paper.

These accusations, and these grievous crimes,

Committed by your perfon, and your followers,

Againft the ftate and profit of this land ;

That, by confeflmg them, the fouls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

Ric. MuH I do fo ? and muft 1 ravel out

My weav'd up follies ? Gentle Northumberland^

If thy ofi^ences were upon record.

Would it not fhame thee, in fo fair a troop.

To read a ledlure of them ? If thou would'il,

There fliould'ft thou find one heinous article,""

Containing the deposing of a king.

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an oath,—
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven

Nay, all of you, that ftand and look upon me,
Whilrt that my wretchednefs doth bait myfelf.-"

Though fome of you, with Pilate, wafh your hands.

Shewing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates

Have here deliver'd me to my lour crofs,

And water cannot walh away your fin.

L4
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Nor. My lord, difpatch ; read o'er these articles.

Ric. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot fee :

And yet falt-water blinds them not fo much.
But they can fee a fort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myfelf,

I find myfelf a traitor with the reft :

For 1 have given here my foul's confent.

To undeck the pompous body of a king

;

Make glory bafe ; a fovereign, a flave ;

Proud majefty, a fubjeft ; ftate, a peasant.

Nor. My lord,—

Ric. No lord of thine, thou haut infulting man.
Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title,—

No, not that name was given me at the font,—

But 'tis usurp'd: Alack the heavy day.

That I have worn fo many winters out,

And know not now what name to call myfelf!

O, that I were a mockery king of fnow.

Standing before the fun of BoUngbroke,

To melt myfelf away in water-drops!—
Good king, great king, (and yet not greatly good)
An if my word be fterling yet in England^

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight

;

That it may fhew me what a face 1 have.

Since it is bankrupt of his majerty.

BoL. Go fome of you, and fetch a looking-glafs.

\Exit an Attendant.

Nor. Read o'er this paper, while the glafs doth come.
Ric. Fiend, thou torment' ll me ere I come lo hell.

BoL. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland.

Nor. The commons will not then be fatiffy'd.

Ric. They ihall be fatiffy'd ; I'll read enough,

9 Made ^9 torments
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When I do fee the very book indeed

Where all my fins are writ, and that's—myfelf.—

Re-enter Attendant y with a Glafs.

Give me that glafs, and therein will 1 read—
No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow flruck

So many blows upon this face of mine.

And made no deeper wounds? —O flattering glafs,

Like to my followers in profperity.

Thou doft beguile me!— Was this face the face,

That every day under his houfliold roof

Did feed ten thousand men ? Was this the face.

That, like the fun, did make beholders wink ?

Was this the face, that fac'd fo many follies.

And was at laft out-fac'd by BoUngbroke?

A brittle glory Ihineth in this face :

As brittle as the glory, is the face

;

For there it is, \dajhing the Glafs to the Ground.
'\
era

in a hundred lhivers._

Mark, filent king, the moral of this fport,—

How foon my forrow hath deftroy'd my face.

BoL, The fhadow of your forrow hath dellroy'd

The fhadow of your face.

Ric. Say that again.

The lhadow of my forrow ? Ha ! let's fee :
^

'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ;

And these external manners of lament

Are meerly lhadows to the unfeen grief.

That fweils with filence in the tortur'd foul

;

There lies the fubftance : and 1 thank thee, king.

For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ft

Me cause to wail, but teacheft me the way
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon.

II Did keepe ten 2,6 Laments
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And then be gone, and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtain it ?

BoL. Name it, fair cousin.

Ric, Fair cousin ? — I am greater than a king

:

For, when I was a king, my flatterers

Were then but fubjedls; being now a fubjefl,

I have a king here to my flatterer.

Being fo 8;reat, 1 have no need to beg.

BoL. Yctafc.

Ric. And fliall I have ?

BoL, You fliall.

Ric. Then give me leave to go.

BoL. Whither?
Ric, Whither you will, fo I were from your fights.

BoL. Go fome of you, convey him to the tov/er.

Ric. O, oood! Convey? Conveyers are you all.

That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall.

[^Exeunt ^ic. Jcme Lords t and a Guard,

BoL . Cn wednefday next, we folemnly fet down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourfelves.

[Exeunt All but A urn. Car. and the Abbot,

Abb. A woful pageant have wc here beheld.

Car. The woe's to come ; the children yet unborn
Shall feel this day as fliarp to them as thorn.

AuM You holy clere;ymen, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ?

Abb. Before I freely fpeak my mind herein.

Yon fliall not only take the facrament

To bury mine intents, but to effeft

Whatever 1 fiiall happen to devise: —
I fee, your brov/s are full of difcontent,

Your hearts of forrow, and your eyes of tears;

29 but alfo to



Richard IL 77

Come home with me to fupper, anli I'll lay

A plot, fliall Ihew us all a merry day. [Exeunt-

SCENE IL The fame. Street leading to the To<wcr,

Enter Queen, and Ladies.

^le This way the king will come ; this is the way
To Julius Cesar's ill-ere£led tower,

To whose flint bosom my condemned lord

Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bslingbroke :

Here let us rell, if this rebellious earth

Have any refting for her true king's queen.

^w/^r P- 1 c H A R D , and Guard.

But foft, but fee, or rather do not fee.

My fair rose wither; Yet look up; behold;

Thar you in pity may dissolve to dew,

And walh him frefli again with true-love tears.—

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did Hand;

Thou map of honour; thou king Richard's tomb,

And not king Richard; thou mofc beauteous inn.

Why fhould hard-favour'd grief be Icdg'd in thee.

When triumph is become an ale-houfe guefc ?

Ric. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not fo.

To make my end too fudden : learn, good foul.

To think our former ftate a happy dream ;

From v./hich awak'd, the truth of what we are

Shews us but this : [ am fworn brother, fvveet.

To grim necefiity; and he and I

Will keep a league 'till death. Hie thee to France,

And cloilter thee in fome religious houfe

:

Our holy lives mufi: win a new world's crown,

Which our prophane hours here have f!:ricken down.
^e. What, is my Richard both in fiiape and mind
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TranfformM, and weakened ? Hath prcuti Bolhigiroke

Depos'd thine intelleft? hath he been in thy heart?

The lion, dying, thrufteth forth his paw.
And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage

To be o'er-power'd ; And wilt thou, pupil-like.

Take thy correction mildly ? kifs the rod ?

And fawn on rage with bafe humility.

Which art a lion, and a king of beafts ?

Ric. A king of beafts, indeed ; if aiight but bealls,

1 had been ftill a happy king of men.
Good fometime queen, prepare thee hence for France :

Think, I am dead ; and that even here thou tak'll:.

As from my death-bed, my laft living leave.

In winters' tedious nights, fit by the fire

With good old folks ; and let them tell thee tales

Of woful ages, long ago betid :

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief.

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me.
And fend the hearers weeping to their beds.

For why, th^e fenfelefs brands will fympathize

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue.

And, in compaffion, weep the fire out:

And fome will mourn in aflies, fome coal-black.

For the deposing of a rightful king.

Enter Northumberland, an^i Others.

Nor. My lord, the mind of BoUngbroke is chang'd ;

You muft to Pomfret, not unto the tower.

And, madam, there is order ta'en for you ;

With all fwift fpeed, you muft away io France.

Ric. Ncrthumbcrlaiu}, thou ladder wherewithal

The mounting BoUngbroke afcends my throne,-~

The time (hail not be many hours of age
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More than it is, ere foul fin, gathering head.

Shall break into corruption : thou Ihalt think.

Though he divide the realm, and give thee half.

It is too little, helping him to all;

3nti he fliall think, that thou, which know'ft the way
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again,

Being ne'er fo little urg'd, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne.

The love of wicked friends converts to fear

;

That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both.

To worthy danger, and deserved death.

Nor. My guilt be on my head, and there an end.

Take leave, and part; for you mud part forthwith.

Ric. Doubly divorced ?-_Bad men, ye violate

A two-fold marriage ; 'twixt my crown- and me

;

And then, betwixt me, and my marry'd wife

Let me unkifs the oath 'tvvrxt thee and me ;

And yet not fo, for with a kifs 'twas made. —
Part us, Northumberland t towards the north.

Where fhivering cold and ficknefs pines the clime:

My wife to France ; from whence, fet forth in pomp.
She came adorned hither like fweet May,
Sent back like hollowmas, or fhort'ft of day.

^e. And muft we be divided ? mull we part ?

Ric. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and, heart fro

heart.

Bani(h us both, and fend the king with me.
Nor. That were fome love, but little policy.

^e. Then whither he goes, thither let me go.

Ric, So two, together weeping, make one woe.

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here

;

Better far off, than— near, be ne'er the near'.



So Richard 11.

Go, count thy way with fighs; I, mine with groans.

^(6, So longeft way fhall have the longell moans.

Ric. Twice tor one ftep I'll groan, the way being Ihort,

And piece the way out with a heavy heart.

Come, come, in wooing forrow let's be brief.

Since, wedding it, there is luch length in grief

:

One kils fhali Hop our mouths, and dumbly part ;
—

Thus give I mine, and thus "[~ take I thy heart.

^e. Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good part.

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart.

So,"!" now 1 have mine own again, be gone.

That I may drive to kill it with a groan.

Ric. We make woe wanton with this fond delay:

Once more, adieu ; the reft let forrow fay. [Exeutit,

ACT V.

SCENE 1. The Jame. A Rcovi in YorkV Houfe.

Enter York, and his Dutchefs.

T)ut. My lord, you told me, you would tell the reft,

When weeping m.ade you break the ftory cfF

Of our two cousins coming into London.

Tor, Where did I leave ?

Dut. At that fad ftop, my lord,

Where rude mif-govern'd hands, from window tops.

Threw duft and rubbifh on king Richard's head.

2 OR. Then, as 1 faid, the duke, great Boling^rohy'^

Mounted upon a hot and fiery fvced.

Which his afpiring rider feem'd to know,

—

"With fiovv, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe,

WJiile all tongues cry'd— God five thee, Bcll^jgcrcket

26 windowes
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You would have thought, the very v^-'indovvs fpake.

So many greedy looks of young and old

Through casements darted their desiring eyes

Upon his visage; and that all the walls,

With painted imag'ry, had faid at once,

—

"Jcsu preserve thee! welcome, BoUnghroke

!

Whillt he, from one fide to the other turning,

Bare-headed, lower than his proud Heed's neck,

Befpake them thus, — I thank you, countrymen:
And thus ftill doing, thus he pall'd along.

Diit. Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the while?

YoR, As, in a theatre, the eyes of men.
After a vvell-grac'd aftor leaves the llage,

Are idly bent on him that enters next.

Thinking his prattle to be tedious :

Even fo, or with much more contempt, men*s eyes

Did fcoul on Richard \ no man cry'd, God fave him;
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home :

But dull was thrown upon his facred head ;

Which with fuch gentle forrow he (hook oiF, —
His face ftill combating with tears and fmiles.

The badges of his grief and patience,

—

That had not God, for fome ftrong purpose, f^eel'd

The hearts of men., they muft perforce have melted^
And barbarism itfelf have pily'd him.

But heaven hath a hand in these events

;

To whose high will we bind our calm contents

:

To Bolingbroke are we fvvorn fubjedls now.
Whose Hate and honour I for aye allow.

Enter AvMERi.E.
Dut, Here comes my fon Aumerk,
7^9 R. Jumerk thcLt \\a.s; '
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But that is lofc, for being Ric/jara's friend,

And, madam, you muft call him Rutland now :

1 am in parliament pledge for his truth.

And lafting fealty to the new-made king.

Dut Welcome, my fon : Who are the violets now.
That ftrew the green lap of the new-come fpring r

JuM. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not;

God knows, I had as lief be none, as one.

Tor. Well, bear you well in this new fpring of time.

Left you be cropt before you come to prime.

What news from 0;*;y^r<fl!'.^ hold those jufts and triumphs ?

AuM. For aught 1 know, my lord.

Tor. You will be there?

AuM. If God prevent it not ; I purpose fo.

Tor. Whatfeal is that, that hangs without thy bosom.''

Yea, look'ft thou pale, fir? let me fee the writing.

JuM. My lord, 'tis nothing.

Tor. No matter then who fees it

:

I will be fatiffy'd, let me fee the writing.

AuM. I do befeech your grace to pardon me;
It is a matter of fmall confequence,

.

Which for fome reasons I would net have feen.

Tor. Which for fome reasons, fir, I mean to fee.

I fear, I fear,

—

Dut. fear ! what fhould you fear ?

'Tis notliing but feme bond, that he is enter'd into

For gay apparel 'gainft the triumph day.

I'oR. Bound to himfeif? what doth he with a bond
That he is bound tor Wife, thou art a fool._

[pujhing her aivqy.

Boy, let me fee the writing.

AvM. 'Eefeech you, pardon m.e ; I may not (hew it.

Lo:ci, they do. i3 there I know. 31 1 do befesch
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Tor. I will be fatisfy'd ; let me fee't, I fay :—
[Jhauhes itfrom his Bosoms and reads.

Treason! foul treason villain ! traitor! flave!

Dut. What is the matter, my lord ?

YoR. Ho! who is within there? [Servant appears.^

Saddle my horfe

God for his mercy ! what treachery is here !

Dut. Why, what is it, my lord ?

Tor. Give me my boots, I fay; faddle my horfe

\Exit Ser'vant.

Now by mine honour, by my life, my troth,

I will appeach the villain.

Dut. What's the matter?

Tor. Peace, foolifh woman.
Dut. I will not peace :_What is the matter, fon?

AuM. Good mother, be content; it is no more
Than my poor life muft anfwer.

Dut. Thy life anfwer !

Re-enter Servant, ivith Boots.

Tor. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king.

Dut, Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou art amaz'd;—
Hence, villain; never more come in my fight.

\to the Ser^anty driving him out*

Tor, Give me my boots, t fay.

Dut. Why, Tork, what v/ilt thou do ?

Wilt thou not hide the trefpafs of thine own ?

Have we more fons ? or are we like to have r

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ? ^

And wilt thou pluck my fair fon from mine age.

And rob me of a happy mother's namer
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own ?

Tor. Thou fond mad woman,

Vol. V. M
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Wilt thou conceal this dark confpiracy?

A dozen of them here have ta'en the lacrament.

And interchangeably fet down their hands.

To kill the king at Oxford.

Dut. He fliall be none ;

We'll keep him here; Then what is that to him?
Tqr, Away, fond woman! were he twenty times

My fon, T would appeach him.

Diit. Hadft thou groan'd for him,

A3 J have done, thou'dft be more pitiful.

But now I know, thy mind ; thou doft fufpedl.

That I have been difloyal to thy bed,

And that he is a baftard, rot thy fon

:

Sweet York, fvveet husband, be not of that mind;
He is as like thee as a man may be.

Not like to me, or any of my kin.

And yet I love him.

YoR. Make way, unruly woman. \^Exit,

Dut. After, Aumerle: mount thee upon his horfe

;

Spur, poft ; and get before him to the king.

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.

I'll not be long behind; though I be old,

1 doubt not but to ride as faft as York :

And never will I rise up from the ground,

*TiII Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee: Away. \Exeunt,

SCENE II. Windfor. ARcD77iintheCafik,

Enter Bolingbroke, as King ; Percy, and
other Lords, ivith him.

K. H. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fon ?

'Tis full three months, fince 1 did fee him lafl:

If any plague hang over us, 'tis he.

45 Away, be gone.
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I would to God, ray lords, he might be found:

Enquire at London^ 'mongft the taverns there,

For there, they fay, he daily doth frequent.

With unrellrained loofe companions ;

Even fuch, they fay, as ftand in narrow lanes,

And beat our watch, and rob our paffengers ;

Whilft he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy.

Takes on the point of honour, to fupport

So di/Tolute a crew.

Per. My lord, fome two days fmce I fav/ the prince;

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford.

K. H. And what faid the gallant ?

Per. His anfwer was,~ he would unto the ftews

;

And from the common'ft creature pluck a glove.

And wear it as a favour; and with that

He would unhorfe the luftiefh challenger.

K, H. As diffolute as defperate : yet, through both,

I fee fome fparkles of a better hope.

Which elder years may happily bring forth.

But who comes here ?

Enter A u M E R l E , hajlily,

AuM. Where is the king \

K. H. What means
Our cousin, that he flares and looks fo wildly?

JuM. God fave your grace. I do befeech your majefry.

To have fome conference with your grace alone.

K. H. Withdraw yourfelves, and leave us here alone.

[Exeunt Per. and Lords,

What is the matter with our cousin now ?

JuM. For ever may my knees grow to the earth,

[fhro<vjing hirr.Jelf upon them.

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth,

7 Which

M 2
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Unlefs a pardon, ere I rise, or fpeak.

K. H Intended, or committed, was this fault ?

If but the firft, how heinous e'er it be.

To win thy after-love, 1 pardon thee.

AuM. Then give me leave that I may turn the key.

That no man enter 'till my tale be done.

K. H. Have thy desire. [Aum. risesy and locks the Door,

Tor. [^vithiit.'] My liege, beware ; look to thyfclf,

nxv liese ; [^knocking, and crying loud.

Thou haft a traitor in thy presence there.

K. H. Villain, I'll make thee fafe. [in Acl to J}ab.

AvM. Stay thy revengeful hand; [nvithholding him.

Thou haft no cause to fear.

Tor. [-xf/V/^/;?. JOpen the door, fecure, fool-hardy king:

Shall f , for love, fpeak treason to thy face ?

Open the door, or I will break it open.

K.. H. What is the matter, uncle ? [opens, and/huts again.
Enter York.

ilecover breath ; tell us how near is danger.

That we may arm us to encounter it.

Tor. Peruse this writing^ here, and thou lhalt know
The treason that my hafte forbids me ftiow.

JuM. Remember, as thou read'ft, thy promise paft

:

I do repent me ; read not my name there.

My heart is not confederate with my hand. •

Tor. 'Twas, villain, ere thy hand did fet it down.—
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king ;

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence:

Forget to pity him, left thy pity prove

A ferpent that will fting thee to the heart.

K. H. O heinous, ftrong, and bold confpiraey !—

»

O loyal father of a treacherous fon !

3 If on ths »9 fysak, recover
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Thou {heer, immaculate, and filver fountain,

From whence this ftream through muddy pafTages

Hath held his current, and defil'd himfelf I

Thy overflow of good converts to bad ;

And thy abundant goodnefs fhall excuse

This deadly blot in thy digrefling fon.

Tor. So fhall my virtue be his vice's bawd ;

And he fhall fpend mine honour with his fhame.

As thriftlefs fons their fcraping father's gold.

Mine honour lives when his difhonour dies,

Or my fham'd life in his difhonour lies:

Thou kill'fh me in his life ; giving him breath,

The traitor lives, tlie true man's put to death.

Dut. [iviihifi.] Whatiio, my liege ! for God's fake, let

me in. [cry ?

K. What fhrill-voic'd fuppliant makes this eager

Dut. [fwtthin,] A vvom.an, and thine aunt, great king

;

'tis f.

Speak with me, pity me, open the door

;

A beggar begs, that never beg'd before.

K, H. Our fcene is alter'd ; from a ferious thing,

'Tis now chang'd to the beggar and the king

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in

;

1 know, fhe's come to pray for your foul fin.

Tor. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray.

More firs, for this forgivenefs, profper may.
Enter Dutchefs.

This fetter'd joint cut ofij the reil reft found ;

This, let alone, will all the red confound.

Dut. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man;
Love, loving not itfelf, non.e other can.

Tor. Thoufrantick wom.an, what doll thou make here?

An4 now

M3
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Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear?

Dui, Sweet 2" or/', be patient :__Hear me, gentle liege.

[kneeling.

K. H. R.ise up, good aunt.

Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech

:

Forever will 1 kneel upon my knees.

And never fee day that the happy fees,

'Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy,

Ey pard'ning Rutland, my traiifgrefling boy.

JuM. Unio my mother's prayers, I bend "|" my knee.

Tor. Againft them both, my true joints bended be.

Ill may'ft thou thrive, if thou grant any grace!

Dut. Pleads he in earnell r look upon his face ;

.His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are jeft ;

Plis words come from his mouth, ours from our bread:

He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd

;

We pray with heart, and foul, and all befice:

His weary joints would gladly rise, 1 know ;

Our knees fhall kneel 'till to the earth they grow :

His prayers are full of falfe hypocrify ;

Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have.

K H. Good aunt, ftand up.

Dut. Nay, do not fay— ftand up ;

But, pardon, firft ; and afterwards, lland up.

An if 1 were thy nurfe, thv tongue to teach,

Paidon— fhould be the hrfl word of thy fpeech.

I never long'd to hear a v^'ord 'till now ;

Say— pardon, king, let pity teach thee how :

The word is fiiort, but net fo fliort as fweet

;

No woid like, pardon, for kings' mouths fo meet.

14 are In jeil
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I'oR. Speak it in French, king ; fay, pardonne^ moy

Dut. Doll thou teach pardon pardon to deftroyf

Ah my four husband, my hard-hearted lord.

That fct'ft the word itfelf againft the word ! —
Speak, pardon, as 'tis current in our land;

The chopping French we do not underftand.

Thine eye begins to fpeak, fet thy tongue there

:

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear;

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce.

Pity may move thee pardon to rehearfe.

K. H. Good aunt, Hand up.

Dui. I do not fue to {land.

Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand.

K. H. I pardon him, as God (hall pardon me.
Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling kneel

Yet am I Tick lor fear : fpeak it again

;

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twain.

But makes one pardon itrong.

K.FI. With all my heart

I pardon him.

Dut. A god on earth thou art.

K. II. But for our trufty brother-in-law,— the abbot.

With ail the reft of that conforted crew, —
Deftruftion ftraight lliail dog them at the heels.

Good uncle, help to order feveral powers
To Oxford^ or where-e'er these traitors are :

They ihall not live within this world, 1 fwear,

But I will have them, if I once know where.

Uncle, farewel ;_and cousin too, adieu :

Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true.

Dut. Come, my old fon ; \jo Aum.] I pray God
make thee new. \_Exeur

^9 I pardon h'm with all my heart

IM 4
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SCENE III. Thefame.
EniefE.XTONf and Servant,

Exr. Didft thou not mark the king, what words he
fpake ?

Nu've I no friend^ nvill rid me of this li-uingfear ?
\Vas it not fo ?

Ser. Those were his very words.

Exr. Ha^-ve I no friend f quoth he : he fpake it twice,

And urg'd it twice together, did he not?

Ser. He did

Exr. And, fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me ;

As who fhould (ay,— I v/ould, thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart;

Meaning, the king at Pojnfret. Come, let's go ;

I am the king's friend, and will rid his foe \^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Pomfret. Duvgeon of the Coflk.

Enter Richard.
Ric. I have been ftudying how to compare

This prison, where I live, unto the world :

And, for because the world is populous.

And here is not a creature but myfelf,

I cannot do it;— Yet I'll hammer 't out.

My brain I'll prove the female to my foul

;

My foul, the father : and these two beget

A generation of ftill-breeding thoughts,

And these fame thoughts people this little world ;

}n humours, like the people of this world.

For no thought is contented. The better fort,

—

As thoughts of things divine,— are intermixt

With fcruples, and do fet the word itfelf
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A gain ft the word :

As thus,— Come, little ones', and then again,—
It is as hard to come, asfor a camel

'To thread the poftern of a needless eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely wonders: how these vain weak nails

May tear a paffage through the flinty ribs

Of this hard world, my ragged prison-walls

;

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfeives,

That they are not the firft of fortune's flaves.

Nor fhall not be the lafl ; Like filly beggars.

Who, fitting in the flocks, refuge their fliarne,"*

That many have, and others muft fit there

:

And in this thought they find a kind of ease,

Bearing their own miffortune on the back
Of fuch as have before endur'd the like.

Thus play I in one perfon many people.

And none contented : Sometimes am I king

;

Then treason makes me wifli myfelf a beggar.

And fo I am : Then crufliing penury
Perfuades me, I was better v.'hen a king

;

Then am f king'd again : and, by and by.

Think that I am unking'd by Boiin?^broke,

And ftraight am nothing : — But, whate'er I am,
Nor i, nor any man, that but man is.

With nothing fliall be pleas'd, 'till h? be eas'd

With being nothing. Musick do I hear

[difajit MusicL
Ha, ha! keep time : —How four fweet musick is,

When time is broke, and no proportion kept ?

So is it in the musick of men's lives.
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And here have I the daintinefs of pzr

To hear time broke in a disoider'd rtring;

But, for the concord of my ftate and time,

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.

1 wafted time, and now doth time wafte me.
For now hath time made me his numb'ring clock t

My thoughts are minutes ; and, with fighs, they jar

Their watches to mine eyes, the outward watch,

V/hereto my finger, like a dial's point.

Is pointing full, in cleansing them from tears :

Now, fir, the found, that tells what hour it is.

Are clamorous groans, that Itrike upon m.y heart,

Which is the bell : So fighs, and tears, and groans.

Shew minutes, times, and hours :— but my time

Runs polling on in Bolingbroke's proud joy.

While 1 ftand fooling here, his y^r/^-o'che-clock.

This musick mads me, let it found no more;
For, though it have holp m.admen to their wits,

In me, it ieems, it will make wise men mad.
Yet, bleffirg on his heart that gives it me !

For 'tis a fign of love ; and love to Richard

Is a ftrange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter Groom.
Gro. Hail, royal prince !

7?/c. Thanks, noble peer ;

The cheapeft of us is ten groats tco dear.

What art thou? and how com'll thou hither, man
Where no man ever comes, but that fad dog
That brings me food, to make mifforrune live ?

Gro. I was a poor groom of thy liable, king.

When thou wert king; who, travelling towards Vorky

With much ado, at length have gotten leave
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To look upon my fometime mailer's face.

O, how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld,

Jn London ftreets, that coronation day.

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary!

I'hat horfe, that thou fo often haft beitrid ;

That horfe, that I fo carefully have dreff'd

!

Ric. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend,

How went he under him ?

Gro. So proudly, as if he difdain'd the ground.

Ric. So proud, that Bolingbroke was on his back!

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand;

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him.

Would he not ftumble t Would he not fall down,
(Since pride muft have a fall) and break the neck

Of that proud man, that did usurp his back ?

Forgivenefs, horfe 1 why do I rail on thee.

Since thou, created to be aw'd by man.
Waft born,to bear? I was not made a horfe ;

And yet [ bear a burthen like an afs,

Spur-gaird, and tir'd, hy ]2i\ix\Q\.x\^ Bolingbroke,

Enter Keeper, nvith a Dijlj.

Kce. Fellow, give place; here is no longer ftay,

Pac. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away.

Gro. What my tongue dares not, that my heart ftiall

fay. [^Exit Groom.
Kee. %\}Z meat, my lord ; Will't please you to fall to ?

Ric. Tafte of it firft, as thou wert wont to do.

Kee. My lord, 1 dare not ; for fir Pierce of Exton^
'

Who late came from the king, commands the contrary.

Ric. The devil take Henry of Lancajier^ and thee!

\beaiing hitJU

Patience is flale, and I am weary of it.

' fometimes roiall mafleis ^0 lately
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Kee, Help, help, help !

Enter Exton, and Sernjants, artfid.

Ric. How now ? what means death in this rude afTaull?

"Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's infrrument.—

[^fnatching an Axe, and killing him.

Go thou, [killing a fecond Ser-varJ.^ and fill another room
in heiL_

That hand fhall burn in never-quenching fire,

[recei-ving a Bloivfrom hshind.

That ftaggers thus my perfon.— Thy fierce hand
\to Exton.

Hath with the king's blood ftain'd the king's own land.

Mount, mount, my foul; thy feat is up on high ;

Whilft my grofs flefh finks downward, here to die.

[falls f and diei.

Ext. As full of valour, as of royal blood :

Both have I fpilt; O, would the deed v/ere good 1

For now the devil, that told me~I did well.

Says, that this deed is chronicl'd in hell.

This dead king to the living king I'll bear; —
Take hence the reft, and give them burial here.

[Exeunt y bearing out the Bodies

»

SCENE V. Windfor. J Rocm in the Cajlle.

Enter King Henry, York, atid Others.

K. H. Kind uncle Tcrky the latelr news we hear.

Is— that the rebels have confum'd with fire

Our town cf Cicejler in Glojlerjhire ;

But whether they be ta'en, or ilain, we hear not

—

Enter Northumberland.
Welcome, my lord ; V/hat is the news ?

Nor. Fin't to thy facred ilate wifh 1 all happinefs.
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The next n-evvs is,-— I have to London Tent

The heads oi' Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent:

The manner of their taking may appear

At large difcourfed in this paper =p here.

K. H. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains

;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter Fitzwater.
Fit. My lord, I have from Oxford fent to London

The heads of Brocas and fir Bennet Seely ;

Two of the dangerous conforted traitors.

That fought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

K. H. Thy pains, Fifz^joater^ {hall not be forgot

;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy, njoiih Carlisle.

Per. The grand confpirator, abbot of Weflmlnjiery

With clog of confcience, and four melancholy.

Hath yielded up his body to the grave

:

But here is Carlisle living, to abide

Thy kingly doom, and fentence of his pride.

K. H. Carlisle, this is your doom :
—

Choose out fome fecret place, fome reverend room.
More than thou haft, and v,'ith it joy thy life

;

So, as thou liv'll: in peace, die free from flrife

:

For though mine enemy thou haft ever been.

High fparks of honour in thee have I feen.

Enter Ex ton, ivith Perfons bearing

a Coffn.

Ext, Great king, within this coffin T present

Thy bury'd fear : herein all breathlefs lies

The mightiefc of thy greateft enemies,

Richard Bourdeaux, by me hither brought.

IC,H. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou hall vvrought
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A deed of flander, with thy fatal hand,

Upon my head, and all this famous land.

Ext. From your own mouth, my lord, did I this deed.

K,H. They love not poison, that do poison need.

Nor do I thee ; though I did wilh him dead,

I hate the murtherer, love him murthered.

The guilt of confcience take thou for thy labour.

But neither my good word, nor princely favour :

With Cain go wander through the (hade of night,

And never Ihew thy head by day nor light

Lords, I proteft, my foul is full of woe,

That blood fhould fprinkle me, to make me grow:
Come, mourn with me for what I do lament.

And put on fullen black incontinent;

I'll make a voyage to the holy land,

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand :'—

March fadly after; grace my mournings here,

In weeping after this untimely bier.
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a Vintner', a Draixjer', a Chaniherlaiw, t^uoo Carriers y

a 'Tranjeller ; Sheriff; Ser'vani, and three Meffengers*

Lady Percy, Hot-fpur'j Wife, Sifter to Mortimer.

Lady Mortimer, Daughter to Glendower.

Hojlejs of a Ta<vern in Eall-cheap.

Lords, and other Atteiidants ; Officers, Soldiers, Sec,

Scene, dijperfd*, in England, and Wales,
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King H ENRY the Fourth,

Acr I.

5 CENE 1. London. A Room in the Palace,

Enter King Henryy Westmoreland,
Blunt, anc^ Others.

K. H. So lhaken as we are, fo wan with care,

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant.

And breath fliort-winded accents of new broils

To be commenc'd in ftronds afar remote.

No more the thirlly entrance of this foil

Shall dawb her lips with her own children's blood

;

No more (hall trenching war channel her fields.

Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs

Of hoftile paces : those opposed eyes.

Which,— like the meteors of a troubl'd heaven,

All of one nature, of one fubftance bred,

—

Did lately meet in the inteftine fhock

And furious close of civil butchery.

Shall now, in mutual, well-befeeming ranks,

March all one way; and be no more opposM
Againft acquaintance, kindred, and allies

:

Vol. V. N
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The edge of war, like an ill-fheathed knife.

No more lliall cut his mailer. Therefore, friends.

As far as to the fepulchre of Chriji,

(Whose foldier now, under whose bleifed crofs

We are imprefTed and engag'd to fight)

Forthwith a power of E?iglijh ftiall we lead ;

Whose arms were molded in their mothers' wombs
To chafe these pagans, in those holy fields

Over whose acres walk'd those blelfed feet.

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd,

For our advantage, on the bitter crofs.

But this our purpose is a twelve-month old.

And bootlefs 'tis to fcell you— we will go,

Therefore we meet not now : Then let me hear

Of you, my gentle cousin Wejimorelandy

What yefternight our council did decree.

In forwarding this dear expedience.

Wi.^. My liege, this hafte was hot in queflion.

And many limits of the charge fet down
But yefternight : when, all athwart, there came
A poll from Wales^ loaden with heavy news

;

Whose worfl: was,-* that the noble Mortimer

y

Leading the men of Hereford/hire to fi.ght

Againft the irregniar and wild Glendo^ery

Was by the rude hands of that Wsljhman taken.

And a full thousand of his people butcher'd

:

Upon whose dead corps there was fuch mifufe.

Such beaftly, lliamelefs tranfformation,.

By those Welpivornen done, as may not be,

Without much fhame, retold or fpoken of.

K. H, !t fcems then, that the tidings of this broif

Brake ofl"our busincfs for the holy land.



king Flenry iV".
5

Wes. This, matched with other, did, my gracious lord;

For more uneven and unwelcome news
Came from the north, and thus it did import.

On holy-rood day, the gallant Hot-fpur there.

Young Harry Percy^ and brave Archibald,

That ever-valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met.

Where they did fpend a fad and bloody hour

;

As by difcharge of their artillery.

And fhape of likelihood, the news was told

;

For he that brought it, in the very heat

And pride of their contention did take horfe.

Uncertain of the iffue any way.

K. H, Here is a dear and true induftrious friendj,

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horfe,

Stain'd with the variation of each foil

Betwixt that Holmedon and this feat of ours

;

And he hath brought us fmooth and welcome news. .

The earl of Douglas is difcom'fited ;

Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty knights,

BalkM in their own blood, did fir Walter fee

On Holmedon^ plains : Of prisoners, Hot-fpur took

Mordake tlje earl of Fifey and el deft fon

To beaten Douglas', and, toiti) l?im, the earls

Of Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menteith.

And is not this an honourable fpoil ?

A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not?

IVes. It is a conqueft for a prince to boaft of.

K. H. Yea, there thou mak'ft me fad, and mak'fl me
fin,

In envy that my lord Northumherlav.d'

Should be the father of fo blefi a fon

:

»i brought them, ^4 Earls Atho2 [
Of Mur- aS v hhte.
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A Ton, who is the theme of honour's tongue;
Amongil a grove, the very ftraiteft plant

;

Who is fweet fortune's minion, and her pride :

Whilft I, by looking on the praise of him.
See riot and difhonour ftain the brow
Of my young Harry. O, that it could be provM,
That fome night- tripping fairy had exchanged

In cradle-cloths our children where they lay.

And call'd m\x\t—Percy ^ his—Plantagenet

!

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine.

But let him from my thoughts :— What think you, C02%
Gf this young Parry's pride? the prisoners,

Which he in this adventure hath furpriz'd.

To his own ufe he keeps ; and fends me word,

I fhall have none but Mordake earl of Fife.

Wl^. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worcejlery

Malevolent to you in all afpeds;

Which makes him prune himfelf, and briftle op
The creft of youth againft your dignity.

K. H. But I have fent for him to anfwer this;

And, for this cause, a while we i»tift negledl

Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we
Will hold at Windjory fo inform the lords

:

But come yourfelf with fpeed to us again;

For more is to be faid, and to be done.

Than out of anger can be uttered.

Wi.s. I will, my liege. \Exei(ra^

SCENE II. Thefame. Another Room,

Enter Prince of Wales, a7id Falstaff.
f4t. Now, tiali what time of day is it, lad?
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Pri. Thou art fo fat-witted, with drinking of old

lack, and unbuttoning thee after fupper, and fleeping

upon benches after noon, that thou haft forgotten to

demand that truly which thou would'ft truly know.
What a devil haft thou to do with the time of the day ?

unlefs hours were cups of fack, and minutes capons, and
"

clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the figns of

leaping-houses, and the bleffed fun himfelf a fair hot

wench in flame-colour'd taffeta ; [ fee no reason, why
thou fhould'ft be fo fuperfluous to demand the time of

the day.

Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal: for we,

that take purfes, go by the moon and feven ftars ;
an4

not by Phcebus,— he, that ivand'ring knight fo fair. And,
I pray thee, fweet wag, when thou art king,— as, God
fave thy grace, (majefty, I Ihould fay ; for grace thou
wilt have none.)

Pri. What, none?
Fal. No, by my troth; not fo much as will ferve to

be prologue to an egg and butter.

Pri. Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly.

Fal. Marry, then, fweet wag, when thou art king,

]et not us, that are 'fquires of the night's body, be call'd

thieves of the day's beauty; let us he—Diana's forefters,

gentlemen of the fhade, minions of the moon: And let

men fay, we be men of good government; being go-
vern'd as the fea is, by our noble and chaft miftrefs the

moon, under whose countenance we— fteal.

Pri. Thou fay ft well ; and it holds well too : for the

fortune of us, that are the moon's men, doth ebb and
flow like the fea ; being govern'd as the fea is, by the

moon. As, forpro9f; Nowapurfe ofgold moft resolutely

N 3
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fnatch'd on monday night, and mofi: di/Tolutely fpent on
tuesday morning

; got v/ith fwearing — lay by, and fpent

with crying - bring in: now, in as low an ebb as the

foot of the ladder; and, by and by, in as high a flow as

the ridge of the gallows.

Fal. By the lord, thou fay'H true, lad. And is not

my hortefs of the tavern a mod fweet wench ?

Pri. As the honey Hyhla, my old lad of the caftle.

And is not a buff jerkin a moft fweet robe of durance ?

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in thy

quips, and thy quidities? what a plague have I to do
with a buffjerkin ?

Pri. Why, what a pox have I to do with my hoftefs

of the tavern ?

Fal. Well, thou haft call'd her to a reck'ning, many
a time and oft.

Pri. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part

Fal . No; I'll give thee thy due, thou haft pay 'd all there.

Pri. Yea, and elfewhere, fo far as my coin would
Hretch; and, where it would not, I have us'd my credit.

Fal. Yea, and fo us'd it, that, were it not here ap-
'

parent that thou art heir apparent,— But, I pr'ythee,

fweet wag, fhall there be gallows ftanding in England

when rhou art king } and resolution thus fnub'd as it is,

with the rufty curb of old father antick the law? Do not

thou, when thou art king, hang a thief.

Pri. ' No, thou {halt.

Fal. Shall I.̂ Orare! By the lord, I'llbeabravejudgc.

Pri. Thou judgeft falfe already: I mean, thou (halt

have the hanging of the thieves, and fo become a rare

hanj^man.

Fal . Well, Hal, well ; and in feme fort it jumps with
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my humour, as well as waiting in thq court, I can tell

you.

Pri. For obtaining of fuits ?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of fuits; whereof the hang-

man hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, 1 am as melan-

choly as a gib cat, or a lug'd bear.

Pri. Or an old lion ; or a lover's lute.

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincoln/hire bag-pipe.

Pri. What fay'ft thou to a hare, or the melancholy

of Moor-ditch ?

Fal. Thou hafl: the moft unfavoury fimilies; and art,

indeed, the moft comparative, rafcallieft, fweet young
prince, — But, Haly 1 pr'ythee, trouble me no more
with vanity. [ would to God, thou and I knew where
a commodity of good names were to be bought : An old

lord of the council rated me the other day in the Itreet

about you, fir; but I mark'd him not: and yet he talk'd

very wisely; but I regarded him not: and yet he talk'd

wisely, and in the llreet too.

Pri. Thou didlt well ; for wisdom cries out in the

ilreets, and no man regards it.

Fal. O, thou haft damnable iteration; and art,

indeed, able to corrupt a faint. Thou haft done much
harm upon me, — God forgive thee for it 1 Before

I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now am 1, if a

man Ihould fpeak truly, little better than one of the

Vv'icked. 1 muft give over this life, and I will give it

over; by the lord, an [ do not, I am a villain ; I'll be

damn'd for never a king's fon in chriftendom.

Pri. Where fhall we take a purfe to-morrow, 'jack?

Fal, Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; au i do
pot, call me villainj and bafde me.

N4
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EnterVoiviSf at a DiJIance.

Pri. I fee a good amendment of life in thee ; fron^

praying, to purfe-taking.

F^L. Why, Haly 'tis my vocation, Hal-, 'tis no lin,

for a man to labour in his vocation

—

Poins ! now ftiall

we know if Gads-hill have fet a match. O, if men were

to be faved by merit, what hole in hell were hot enough
for him ? this is the moft omnipotent villain, that ever

cry'd, ftand, to a true man.
Pri. Good morrow, Ned.

Poi. Good morrow, fweet Hal—What fays mon-
fieur Remorfe ? what fays fxr "John Sack-and-fugar ? Jack^

how agrees the devil and thee about thy foul, that thou

foldeft him on good-friday laft, for a cup of Madera,
and a cold capon's leg ?

Pri. Sir John Hands to his word, the devil lhall

have his bargain ; for he was never yet a breaker of

proverbs. He will give the devil his due.

Poi. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word
with the devil.

Pri. Elfe he had been damn'd for cozening the devil.

Poi. But my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning,

by four o'clock, early at Gads-hill : There are pilgrims

going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders

riding to London with fat purfes ; I have vizards for you
all, you have horfes for yourfelves: G^z^/j-/^/// lies to-night

in Rochejier^ 1 have befpoke fupper to-morrow night in

Eaji-cheap ; we may do it as fecure as fleep : If you will

go, I will ftuff your purfes full of crowns; if you will

not, tarry at home, and be hang'd.

Fal . Hear ye, Yeduoard ; if 1 tarry at home, and go
not, I'll hang you for going.
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To I. Yoa will, chops ?

Fjil . Half wilt thou make one ?

Pri. Who, I rob ? I a thief? Not T.

Fal. There's neither honefty, manhood, nor good

fellowlhip in thee, nor thou cam'ft not ofthe blood royal,

if thou dar'ft not erg, Hand, for ten Ihillings.

Pri. Well then, once in my days Til be a mad-cap.

Fal . Why, that's well faid.

Pri. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home.

Fal. I'll be a traitor then, when thou art king.

Pri. I care not.

Poi. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince and me
alone; I will lay him down fuch reasons for this

adventure, that he lhall go.

Fal. Well, may'll thou have the fpiritof perfuasion,

and he the ears of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft

may move, and what he hears maybe believed, that the

true prince may (for recreation fake) prove a falfe thief;

for the poor abufes of the time want countenance.

Farewel : You fhall find me in Eajl-cheap,

Pri. Farewel, latter fpring; farewel, all-hallown

fummer, [J?;^// Fal staff.
Poi. Now, my good fweethoney lord, ride with us to-

morrow; I have a jeft to execute, that I cannot manage
alone. Faljiaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gads-hilU lhall rob

those men that we have already way-lay'd; yourfelf,

and I, will not be there : and when they have the booty,

if you and 1 do not rob them, cut this head from my
Ihoulders.

Pri. But how (hall we part with them in fetting forth?

Poi. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and

appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our

2-1 Farewel the latter '•S v. Note^
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pleasure to fail ; and then will they adventure upon the

exploit themfelves: which they fhall have no fooner

atchieved, but we'll fet upon them.

Pri, Ay, but, 'tis like, that they will know us, by
our horfes, by our habits, and by every other appoint-

ment, to be ourfelves.

Poi. Tut ! our horfes they (hall not fee, I'll tie them
in the wood; our vizards we will change, after we leave

them ; and, firrah, I have cafes of buckram for the

nonce, to immafk our noted outward garments.

Pri, But, 1 doubt, they will be too hard for us.

Poi. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as

true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back ; and for the third,

if he fight longer than he fees reason, I'll fcrfwear arms.

The virtue of this jeft will be, the incomprchenfible lies

that this fame fat rogue will tell us, when we meet at

fupper: how thirty, at leaft, he fought with; what
wards, what blows, what extremities he endured ; and
in the reproof of this, lies the jeil:.

Pri, Well, I'll go with thee; provide us all things

necelTary, and meet me to-night in Eajl-cheap, there I'll

fup. Farewel.

Poi. Farewel, my lord. [£^//Poi -3.

Pri. 1 know you all, and v/ill a while uphold

The unyok'd humour of your idlenefs :

Yet herein will I imitate the fun ;

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds

To fmother up his beauty from the v^orld.

That, when he please again to be himfelf.

Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at.

By breaking through the foul and ugly mills

Of vapoufs, that did feem to llrangle bim.

a ' to morrow night
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If all the year were playing holidays.

To fport would be as tedious as to work

;

But, when they feldom come, they wifh'd-for come.
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.

So, when this loofe behaviour I throw off.

And pay the debt 1 never promised,

By how much better than my word I am, ,

By fo much lhall I falfify men's hopes;

And, like bright metal on a fullen ground.

My reformation, glittering o'er my fault.

Shall fhew more goodly, and attradl more eyes.

Than that which hath no foil to fet it off.

I'll fo offend, to make offence a fkill

;

Redeeming time, when men think leaft I will. [Exit.

SCENE III. Thejame, Another Room.

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worcester,
Ho Tspui?, Sir Walter Blunt, and Others,

K. H. My blood hath been too cold and temperate.

Unapt to ftir at these indignities.

And you have found me, for, accordingly.

You tread upon my patience : but, be fure,

I will from henceforth rather be myfelf,

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition ;

Which hath been fmooth as oil, foft as young down.
And therefore iort that title of refpedl.

Which the proud foul ne'er pays, but to the proud.

WoR, Our houfe, my fovereign liege, little deserves

The fcourge of greatnefs to be used on it;

And that fame greatnefs too which our own hands
Have holp to make fo portly.

A^oi?. My lord,— [to the Kin*.
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K. H. WorcefleTy get thee gone, for I do fee

Danger and difobedience in thine eye

:

O, fir, your presence is too bold and peremptory,

And majefty might never yet endure

The moody frontier of a fervant brow,

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need

Your ufe and counfel, we ftiall fend for you—
[Exit Worcester.

You were about to fpeak. \to Nor.
Nor . Yea, my good lord.

Tho:e prisoners in your highnefs' name demanded.
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took,

"Were, as he fays, not with fuch Ilrength deny'd

As is deliver'd to yoar majefty :

Either envy, therefore, or mifprision

Js guilty of this fault, and not my fon.

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners.

But, I remember, when the fight was done,

When 1 was dry with rage, and extream toil,

Breathlefs and faint, leaning upon my fword,

Canie there a certain lord, neat, and trim dreft,

Frefh as a bride-^room ; and his chin, new reap'd,

Shew'd like a Hubble land at harveft-home :

He was perfumed like a milliner ;

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held

A pouncet-box, which ever and anon

He gave his nose, and took't away again ;
—

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there.

Took it in fnuff: — and ftill he fmil'd, and talk'd 5

And, as the foldiers bore dead bodies by.

He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly.

To bring a llovenly unhandfome corfe

2' trimly dieft
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Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holiday and tedy terms

He queftion'd me ; among the reft, demanded
My prisoners, in your maj^fty's behalf.

I then, all fmarting, with my wounds being cold.

Out of my grief and my impatience

To be fo pelter'd with a popin-jay,

Anfwer'd, negleftingly, 1 know not what.

He Ihould,— he fliould not:— for he made me mad.
To fee him fliine fo brifk, and fmell fo fweet.

And talk fo like a waiting-gentlewoman.

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God fave the markl)
And telling me, the fovereign'ft thing on earth

Was parmacity, for an inward bruise ;

And that it was great pity, fo it was.

That villainous falt-petre fhould be dig'd

Out of the bowels of the harmlefs earth,

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy*d

So cowardly; and, but for these vile guns.

He would himfelf have been a foldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I anfwer'd indiredly, as 1 faid

;

And, I befeech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation,

Betwixt my love and your high majefty.

Blu, The circumftance confider'd, good my lord.

Whatever Harry Percy then had faid.

To fuch a perfon, and in fuch a place.

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold.

May reasonably die, and never rise

To do him wrong, or any way impeach ;

What then he faid, fo he unfay it now.

6 V, Note, 9 ihould, or he
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K. H. Why, yet he doth deny his pnsonel-s;

But with proviso, and exception,

—

That we, at our own charge, (hall ranfom ftraight

His brothcr-in-Iaw, the iokAi^ Mortimer-,

Who, on my foul, hath wilfully betray'd

The lives of those, that he did lead to fight

Againft the great magician, damn'd Glendonver

;

Whose daughter, as we hear, that earl of March
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then

Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home ?

Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears,

When they have loft and forfeited themfelves ?

No, on the barren mountains let him ftarve

:

For 1 lhall never hold that man my friend,

Whose tongue fhall alk me for one penny coll

To ranfom home revolted Mortimer.

Hot. Revched Mortimer /

He never did fall off, my fovereign liege,

But by the chance of war;—To prove that true,

Needs no more but one tongue, for all those woundsj

'

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took,

When, on the gentle Se^-jemh fedgy bank.

In fingle opposition, hand to hand.

He did confound the beft part of an hour

In changing hardiment with great G!en^on.ver

:

Three times they breath'd, and three timesdidthey drink*

Upon agreement, oi {\y\hSe'vern*s flood;

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks,

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds.

And hid his crifp head in the hollow bank

Blood- ftained Vvith these valiant combatanirS.

Never did bafe and rotten policy
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Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds

;

Nor never could the noble Mortimer

Receive Co many, and all willingly :

Then let him not be llander'd with revolt.

AT. H, Thou doft bely him, Percy, thou doH bely him,

He never did encounter with Glendo^ver y

He durft as v/ell have met the devil alone.

As Qjvm GlcjiAO-iver for an enemy :

Art not afnam'd to fii|?'t? But, firrah, henceforth

Let me not hear you ipeak Mortimer :

Send me your prisoners with the fpeedieft means,

Or you fliall hear in fuch a kind from me
AxS will difplease you. — iN'Iy lord Northianberlandy

We licenfe your departure with your Ton : _«

Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it..

[Exeunt King, Blukt, and Train,.

Hot. An if the devil come and roar for them,

I will not fend them: — I will after ftraight.

And tell him fo; for I will ease my heart,

Although it be with hazard of my head. [while;

Nor. What, drunk with choler ? Hay, and pause a

Here comes your uncle.

Re-enter Worcester.
Hor. Speak of Mortimer?

'Zounds, I will fpeak of him ; and let my foul

Want mercy, if! do not join with him.

Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins.

And fhed my dear blood drop by drop i' the duft,

But I will lift the down-trod Mcriimer

As high i' the air as this unthankful king.

As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke.

Nor , Brother, the king hath made your nephew mad.

7 I tel thee, he 9 Art thou not
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WoR. Who ftrook this heat up after I was gone?
Hot, He will, forfooth, have all my prisoners:

And when I urg'd the ranfom once again

Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale;

And on my face he turn'd an eye of death,

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.

WoR.l cannot blame him; Was he not proclaim'd

By Richard, that dead is, the next of blood ?

JVoR. He was ; I heard the proclamation :

And then it was, when the unhappy king
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon!) did fet forth

Upon his Irifh expedition ;

From whence he, intercepted, did return

To be depos'd, and (fhortly) murthered. [mouth
WoR. And for whose death, we in the world's wide

Live fcandaliz'd, and foully fpoken of.

//or. But, foft, I pray you ; Did king Richard then

Proclaim my brother Edmond Mortimer

Heir to the crown ?

Nor. He did ; myfelf did hear it.

Hor. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king,

That wilh'd him on the barren mountains ftarv'd.

But fliall it be, that you,— that fet the crown
Upon the head of this forgetful man ;

And, for his fake, wear the detefted blot

Of murtherous fubornation,"*fh all it be.

That you a world of curfes undergo ;

Being the agents, or bafe fecond means,

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather?-^

O, pardon me, that 1 defcend fo low.

To fhew the line, and the predicament.

Wherein you range under this fubtle king.
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Shall It, Tor (harne, be fpoken in these days.

Or fill up chronicles in time to come.
That men of your nobility, and power.

Bid 'gage them both in an unjuft behalf,—

As both of you (God pardon it!) have done,—
To put down Richard, that fweet lovely rose.

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ?
And fhall it, in more ftiame, be further fpoken.

That you are fool'd, difcarded, and fhook off

By him, for whom these fhames ye underwent ?

No ; yet time ferves, wherein you may redeem
Your banifh'd honours, and reftore yourfelves

Into the good thoughts of the world again :

Revenge the jeering, and difdaln'd contempt.

Of this proud king ; who iludies, day and nighty

To anfvver all the debt he owes to you,

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths.

Therefore, I fay,—

WoR. Peace, cousin, fay no more:
For now I will unclafp a fecret book,

And to your quick-conceiving difcontents <

I'll read you matter, deep, and dangerous;

As full of peril, and advent'rous fpirit.

As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud,

On the unftedfaft footing of a fpear.

Hot, If he fall in, good night : —or fink, or fwim
Send danger from the eaft unto the well.

So honour crofs it from the north to fouth,

And let them grapple;— O, the blood more ftirs,

To rouze a lion, than to ilart a hare.

NoK, Imagination of fome great exploit

Drives him beyond the bounds of patience*

And now
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Hot. By heave»i methinks, it were an easy leapj

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon;
Or dive into the bottom of the deep.

Where fathom.-Iine could never touch the ground.

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks

;

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear
Without corrival of her dignities :

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowfhip !

IVoR. He apprehends a world of figures here.

But not the form of what he fliould attend : _
Good cousin, give me audience for a while.

Hor. I cry you mercy.

WoR. Those fame noble Scots

,

That are your prisoners,—

Hot. I'll keep them all.

By heaven, he fhall not have a Scot of them

;

No, if a Scot would fave his foul he fhall no£

:

I'll keep them, by this hand.

WoR. You itart away,

And lend no ear unto my purposes.

Those prisoners you fhall keep :

Hor. Nay, I wiU ; that's flat :
—

He faid, he would not ranfom Mortimer',

Forbad my tongue to fpeak of Mortimer ;

But I will find him when he lies afleep.

And in his ear I'll hoW^—Mortimer :

Nay, I'll have a ftarling fhall be taught to fpeak

Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him.

To keep his anger flill in motion.

WoR. Hear you, cousin; a word.

Hor. All fludies here I folemnly defy,

Save bow to gall and pinch this BoUngbroke:
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And that fame fword-and-buckler prince, of Walesy-'

But that I think his father loves him not, '

And would be glad he met with fome mifchan.ce,

I'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale.

WoR. Fare ^ou well, kinsman; \ will talk to you.

When you are better temper'd to attend.

Nor. Why, what a vv^afp-tongue and impatient fool

Art thou, to break into this woman's mood ;

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? [rods,

Hor, Why, look you, I am whip'd and fcourg'd with
Nettl'd, and ftung with pifmires, v/hen 1 hear

Of this vile politician, BoUngbroke.

In Richard's time,—What do you call the place ?—
A plague upon't'.— it is in Glofterjhire-y

—
'Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept,

His uncle J^or/^;— where I firft bow'd my knee
Unto this king of fmiles, this BoUngbroke —'"$ih\Qod.\

When you and he came back from Rwvenfpurg,

Nor. At Berkley caftle.

Hor. You fay true:—

-

Why, what a deal of candy'd courtefy

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me!
Look,— /jis infant fortune carne to age^—
And,

—

gentle Harry Percy,— and, kind cousin,-^

O, the devil take fuch cozeners '.

— God forgive me
Good uncle, tell your tale, for 1 have done.

Wok, Nay, if you have not, (ir,.to it again,

We'll ftay your leisure.

Hor. 1 have done, i' faith.

WoR. Then once more to your ocottijh prisoners*

Deliver them up without their ranfom ftraigbt,

And make the Douglas' fon your only mean

candy deale of

O s
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For powers in Scotland^ which,-"for divers reasons.

Which I fhall fend you written,— be aflur'd,

Will easily be granted. _You, my lord,—

Your fon in Scotland being thus employ'd,"""

Shall fecretly into the bosom creep

Of that fame noble prelate, well-belov'd.

The arch-bifhop

;

Hor. OlYork, is'tnot?

WoR. True; who bears hard

His brother's death at Brijioly the lord Scroop,

I fpeak not this in eftimation,

As what I think might be, but what I know
Js ruminated, plotted, and fet down

;

And only ftays but to behold the face

Of that occasion that (hall bring it on.

Hor. I fmell't; upon my life, it will do welT.

Nor, Before the game's afoot, thou ftill let'ft flip.

Hot, Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot:-*.

And then the power of Scotlandy and of Yorky

To join with Mortimer ^ ha?
WoR. And fo they fliail.

Hor. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim*d.

WoR, And 'tis no little reason bids us fpeed-.

To fave our heads by raising of a head :

For, bear ourfelves as even as we can.

The king will always think him in our debt j

And think we think ourfelves unfatiffy'd,

'Till he hath found a time to pay us home.
And fee already, how he doth begin

To make us ftrangers to his looks of love.

/for. He does, he does ; we'll be reveng'd on him.
WoR: Cousin, farewel ; No further go ia this,-
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Than I by letters lhall direfl: your courfe.

When time is ripe, (which will be fuddenly)

I'll fleal to Glendonver, and lord Mortimer :

Where you and Douglas^ and our powers at once.

As I vyiJl faihion it, fhall happily meet;
To bear our fortunes in our own ftrong arms.

Which now we ho-Id at much uncertainty.

Nor. Farewel, good brother: We (hall thrive, I trufi:,

Hor. Uncle, adieu: — O, let the hours be Ihort,

'Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our fport!

[^Exeunt,

ACT II.

SCENE I. Rochefler. Jn Inn Yard,

Enter a Carrier, njuith a Lanthorn in his Hand.

Car. Heigh ho ! An*t be not Four by the day, I'll be
hang'd : Charles' wain is over the new chimney, and yet

our horfe not pack'd. What, oftler

!

Oft. [^vithin.] Anon, anon.

Car. 1 pr'y.thee, Tc^iy beat Cut^s iaddle, put a few-

flocks in the point; the poor jade is wrung in the wir
ihers out of all cefs.

En^er another C;^irrier.

2. C. Pease and beans are as dank here as a dog, anc^

that is the next way to give poor jades the bots : this

houfe is turn'd upfide down, fince Robin oftler dy'd.

I C, Poor fellow ! never joy'd fince the price of oats

rose ; it was the death of him.

2. I think, this be the moft villainous hqufe In all

l^ondon road fpr fleas : I am flung like a tench.

Oj
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1 . C. Like a tench ? by the mafs, there is ne'er a king
chriflen, could be better bit than I have been fince the

firil cock.

2. C. Why, tbey will allov/ us ne'er a jourden, and
then we leak in the chimney ; and your chamber-lie

breeds fieas like a loach.

1 . C. Whatj oilier ! come away, and be hang'd, come
away.

2. C. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes of
ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-cro/s.

1. C. God's body! the turkies in my panier are quite

flarv'd.—What, oftler!— A plague on thee! haft thou

never an eye in thy head ? canft not hear ? An 'twere not

as good a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am
a very villain. Come, and be hang'd ; Haft no faith in

thee ?

Enter Gads-hill.
G^D, Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock }

I.e. I think, it be two o'clock.

Gad. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lanthorn, to fee my
gelding in the ftable.

1 . C. Nay, foft, 1 pray ye ; I know a trick worth two
of that, i' faith.

Gad. I pr'ythee, lend me thine.

2. C. Ay, when, canft tell r_Lend me thy lanthorn,

quoth a'?— marry, I'll fee thee hang'd firft.

Gad. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to come
to London P

2. C. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 1

warrant thee.— Come, neighbour Mugs, we'll call up
the gentlemen; they will along with company, for they

iiave great charge. \_Exeunt Carriers^

5 in your chim-
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Gab. What, ho! chamberlain!

Cha. {fwithinS^ At hand, quoth plck-purfe.

Gad. That's e'en as fair, as— at hand, quoth the

chamberlain : for thou vary'ft no more from picking of

purfes, than giving diredlion doth from labouring; thou

lay'll the plot how.
Enter Chamberlain.

Cha. Good morrow, mafter Gads -hill. It holds cur-

rent, that I told you yeilernight: There's a franklin in

the wild of Kenty hath bronght three hundred marks
with him in gold : I heard him tell it to one of his com-
pany, lall night at fupper; a kind of auditor ; one that

hath abundance of charge too, God knows what. They
are up already, and call for eggs and butter; they will

away presently.

Gad, Sirrah, if they meet not with faint Nicholas'

clerks, I'll give thee this neck.

Cha. No, I'll none of it : I pr'ythee, keep that for

the hangman ; for, I know, thou worfhip'ft faint Nicho-

las as truly as a man of falfliood may.
Gad. What talked thou to me of the hangman ? if I

hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows : for, if 1 hang,

old {ivjohn hangs with me ; and, thou know'ft, he's no
Harveling. Tut I there are other Trojatis that thou dream'il

not of, the which, for fport fake, are content to do the

profefiion fome grace; that would, if matters fhould be

look'd into, for their own credit fake, make all whole.

I am join'd with no foot land-rakers ; no long-ilatF, fix-

penny ftrikers ; none of these mad, muftachio, purple-

hu'd malt-worms : but with nobility, and tranquillity ;

burgomafters, and great mynheers ; fuch as can hold

; fuch as will ilrike fooner than fpeak, and fpeak

3- great Oneyres

O4
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fooner than drink, and drink fooner than pray : And yet

1 lie; for they pray continually to their faint, the com-
mon-wealth : or, rather, not pray to her, but prey on
her ; for they ride up and down on her, and make her

their boots.

Cha. What, the common-wealth their boots? will

Ihe hold out water in foul way?
Gad, She will, Ihe will; juftice hath liquor'd her.

We fteal as in a caftle, cock-fure ; we have the receipt

of fern-feed, we walk invisible.

Cha. Nay, by my faith ; I think, you are more be-

holding to the night, than to fern-feed, for your walk-
ing invisible.

Gad. Give me thy hand : thou fhalt have a fliare in

our purchafe, as I am a true man.
Cha. Nay, rather letme have it, as you are a falfe thief.

Gad, Go to; Homo is a common name to all men.
Bid the oftler bring my gelding out of the ftable. Fare-

wel, you muddy knave. [Exeunt,

SCENE 11. Gad's-/////. The Road donvn it.

Enter the Prince, and Poi n s

.

Voi, Come, fhelter, flielter; I have xtmQv'6.FalJ}aff^s

horfe, and he frets like a gum'd velvet.

Pri, Stand clofe. [putting him/elf before him.

Enter Falstaff.
Fal . Poins ! Poins^ and be hang'd ! Poins !

Pri. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd rafcal ; What a brawl-
an* dofi thou keep ?

Fal. Where's Poins, Hal?
Pri, He is walk'd up to the top of the hill ; Til go

feel; him. [fr^g^i^g ^fl g**
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Fal, I am accurfl: to rob in that thief's CQmpany

:

the rafcal hath removed my horfe, and ty d him [ know
not where : If I travel but four foot by the fquare fur-

ther afoot, I fhall break my wind. Well I doubt not

but to die a fair death for all this, if 1 'fcape hanging

for killing that rogue. 1 have forfworn his company
hourly any time this two and twenty year, and yet I acn

bev/itch'd with the rogue's company. If the rafcal have

not given me medicines to make me love him, V\\ be

hang'd ; it could not be elfe; I have drunk medicines.—

Poins ! "Hall -a plague upon you both ! —Bardolph ! ~ >

Fciof—Vli ftarve, ere I'll rob a foot further. An 'twere

not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man, and to

leave these rogues, I am the verieft varlet that ever

chevv'd with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground, is

threefcore and ten miles afoot with me; and the ftony-

hearted villains know it well enough : A plague upon't,

when thieves cannot be true one to another! [^-6//?/^.]

Whew!- A plague light upon you all! Give me my
horfe, you rogues ;

give me my horfe, and be hang'd.

Pri. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down ; lay thine ear

clofe to the ground, and lift if thou canft hear the

tread of travellers.

Fal. Have you any leavers to lift me up again, be-

ing down 'Sblood, I'll not bear mine own flefh fo far a-

foot again, for all the coin in thy father's exchequer. •

Wh^t a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ?

Pru Thouly'ft, thou art notcolted,thou artuncolted.

FyiL. I pr'ythee, good prince //^a/, help me to my
Jjorfe ; good king's fon.

PrL Out, you rogue ! fliall I be your oftler ?

F4{" Go, hang thyfelf in thine own heir-app^tent
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'garters ! If I be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An I have not

ballads made on you all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a

cup of fack be my poison : when a jeft is fo forward,

and afoot too, — I hate it.

£»/^r Gads-hill ; Bardolph, and
Peto, <vuith him.

Gad. Stand.

Fal. So I do, againft my will.

Foi. O, 'tis our fetter; I know his voice. —Bardolphf

what news ? \cQtningforward, <vjith the Prince.

Bar. Cafe ye, cafe ye ; on with your vizards ; there's

money of the king's coming down the hill, 'tis going

to the king's exchequer.

Fal . You lie, you rogue ; 'tis goingto the king's tavern.

Gad, There's enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hang'd.

Pri. Sirs, you four fliall front them in the narrow

lane; NedPoins, and I, will walk lower: if they 'fcape

from your encounter, then they light on us.

Pet. How many be there of them.

Gad. Some eight, or ten.

Fal, 'Zounds, will they not rob us ?

Pri. What, a coward, fir John Paunch?
Fal. Indeed, I am ViOtJohn ol Gaunt ^ your grand-

father ; but yet no coward, Hal.

Pri, Well, we leave that to the proof.

Poi. Sirrah Jflrz-i, thy horfe ftands behind the hedge;

when thou need'ft him, there thou flialt find him : Fare-

wel, and Hand faft.

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him, if I fliould be hang'd.

Pri. NeJ, where are our difguises ?

Poi. Hcre^ hard by; Hand cloie. [retiring^ ioput themon.
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FjL . Now, my mafters, happy man be his dole, fay

I; every man to his businefs.

Enter Travellers.

I . T. Come, neighbour.

The boy fhall lead our horfes down the hill

;

We'll walk afoot a while, and ease our legs.

Thi. Stand.

Tra. Jesu blefs us

!

FjiL. Strike ; down with them, cut

The villains' throats -
—

Ah, whorefon caterpillars! bacon-fed knaves!

They hate us youth: down with ihem, fleece them.

i.r. o.
We are undone, both we and ours, for ever.

Fal. Hang ye, gorbelly'd knaves ; Are ye undone ?

No, ye fat chuffs ; I would, your ftore were here !

On, bacons, on What, ye knaves ! — on, 31 ^^lV;

Young men muft live: You are grand-jurors, are ye.?

We'll jure ye, i'faith. \_Exeunt, dri<ving them out*

Pri. The thieves have bound the true men : [^looking

out-l Now could thou and I rob the thieves, and go
merrily to Londony it would be argument for a week,
laughter for a month, and a good jefc for ever.

Foi. Stand clofe, f hear them coming, [retire again.

Enter the 1 hieuss again.

Fal, Come, my mafters, let us lhare, [thro^ving donvn

the Booty.'] and then to horfe before day.

'l^hey allfit round about it.

An the prince and Poins be not two arrant cowards,

there's no equity ftirring : there's no more valour in that

Poins, than in a wild-duck.

Pri. Your money. \j-ujhing out upqn them.
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Poi. Villains

!

FalftafF, ana' the reft, fcramhle up : he makes

a Blonjy or tnvOf and they run ; leaving their

Booty behind them.

Pri, Got with much ease. Now merrily to horfe :

The thieves qre icatter'd, and posseff*d with fear

So ftrongly, that they dare not meet each other;
Each takes his fellow for an olEcer.

Away, good Ned. jfat Falftaff fweats to death.

And lards the lean earth as he walks along:
Wer't not for laughing, I fhould pity him,

Poi. How the rogue roar'd ! [Exeunt.

SCENE III, Warkworth. J Room in the Gaftle,

E:iter Hotspur, njoith a Letter.

Hot. But, for mine onxin part, my lord, [reading.] /
could he nvell contented to be there, in refped of the lonje

I bear your houfe. He could be contented,—Why, is he
not then ? Jn refpedl of the love he bears our houfe: —
he fhews in this, he loves his own barn better than he
loves our houfe. Let me fee fome more. The purpose you,

undertake, [reading again.] is dangerous,—V^hy, that's

certain; 'tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep, to drink:

but I te!l you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger,
Vv^e pluck this flower, fafeiy. The purpose you undertake,

[reading.] is dangerous ; thefriendsyou ha-ve named, uncer-

tain ; the time iffIfitnforted ; and your ivhole plot too light,

for the counterpoi'z.e offa great an opposition. Say you fo,

fay you fo ? I fay unto you again, you are a (hallow

cowardly hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is this ?

By the lord, our plot is a good plot, as ever was lay'd;

eur friends true and conib.nt ; a good plot, good friends^
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and full of expeflation: an excellent plot, very good
friends; What a frofty-fpirited rogue is this? Why, my
lord of Tork commends the plot, and the general courfe

of the aftion. 'Zounds, an I were now by this rafcal, I

could brain him with his lady's fan. Is there not my
father, my uncle, and myfelf ? lord Edmcnd Mortimer,

my lord of Tork, and Oxven G/endoiver? is there not,

befides, the Douglas? Have I not all their letters, to

meet me in arms by the ninth of the next month ? and
are they not, fome of them, fet forward already? What
a pagan rafcal is this, an infidel? Ha! you fhall fee

now, in very fmcerity of fear and cold heart, will he to

the king, and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could

divide myfelf, and go to buffets, for moving fuch adifh

of fkim'd milk with fo honourable an aftion. Hang
him ! let him tell the king, we are prepar'd : I will fee

forward to-night. How now, Kates*

Enter Lady Percy,

I mufl: leave you within these two hours.

Lad. O my good lord, why are you thus alone ?

For what offence have I, this fortnight, been

A banifh'd woman from my Harry*& bed ?

Tell me, fweet lord, what is't that takes from thee

Thy ftomack, pleasure, and thy golden fleep ?

Why doft thou bend thine eyes upon the earth

;

And ftart fo often, when thou fit'ft alone ?

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheeks;

And given my treasures, and my rights of thee.

To thick-ey'd musing, and curft melancholy ?

In thy faint (lumbers, I by thee have watch'd.

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars

:

Speak terms of Jnan^ge to thy bounding fteed

;
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Cry, Courage!—to thefield! And thou haft talk'd

Of fallics, and retires ; of trenches, tents.

Of paliladoes, frontiers, parapets ;

Of basilifks, of cannon, culverin;

Of prisoners' ranfora, and of foldiers flain.

And all the 'currents of a heady fight.

Thy fpirit within thee hath been fo at war.

And thus hath fo beftir'd thee in thy fleep.

That beads of fweat have flood upon thy brow.

Like bubbles in a late-difturbed ftream :

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear'd.

Such as we fee when men reftrain their breath

On fome great fudden hafte. O, what portents are these ?

Some heavy businefs hath my lord in hand,

And I muft know it, elfe he loves me not.

Hot. What, ho! [Enter a Servant.] is Gilliams with

the packet gone ?

Ser. He is, my lord, an hour ago. [fherifF's?

Jior. Hath Butler brought those horfes from the

Ser. One horfe, my lord, he brought iut even now.
Hor. What horfe? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not?

Ser. It is, my lord.

Hot, That roan fhall be my throne.

Well, I will back him ftraight: O, efperance!

Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Exit Servant.

Lad. But hear you, my lord.

Hor, What fayeft thou, my lady?

Lad. What is it carries you away ?

Hor. Why, my horfe,

My love, my horfe.

Lad. Out, you mad-headed ape!

A weazle hath not fuch a deal of fpleen^j
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As you are toft with. iJSoto, in footh, in foot^j,

I'll know your businefs, Harry, that I will.

I fear, my brother Mortimer doth ftir

About his title; and hath fent for you.

To line his enterprize: But if you go—
Hot. So far afoot, I fhall be weary, love.

Lad. Come, come, you paraquito, anfwer me
Diredlly to this queftion that 1 alk.

In faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry,

An if thou wilt not tell me true.

Hot. Away,
Away, you triHer ! Love ? I love thee not,

I care not for thee, Kate, this is no world.

To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips:

We muft have bloody noses, and crack'd crowns.

And pafs them current too.—.God's me, my horfe! —
Whatfay'ft thou, Kate?\N\\ht would'ftthou have with me?

Lad. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ?

Well, do not then ; for, fince you love me not,

I will not love myfelf. Do you not love me ?

Nay, tell me, if you fpeak in jeft, or no.

Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride ?

And when I am o' horfe-back, I will fvvear,

I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Katei

I muft not have you henceforth queilion me
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout :

Whither I muft, I muft; and, to conclude.

This evening muft I leave you, gentle Kate,

I know you wise ; but yet no farther wise.

Than Harry Percy s wife : conftant you are 5

But yet a woman : and for fecrefy,

Ko lady clofer ; for I well believe.

8 unt©
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Thou wilt tiot utter what thou doH: not know;
And To far will 1 truft thee, gentle Kate,

Lad. So far ?

Hor, Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate:

Wliither I go, thither (hall you go too;

To-day will I fet forth, to-morrow you.

Will tins content you, Kate?

Lad. It muft, of force. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Eaft-cheap. J Room in a Tavern,

Enter the Prince, ^aWPoiNS.
Pri. Ned, pr*ythee, come out of that fat room, and

lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Poi. Where haft been,

Pri. With three or four logger-heads, amongft three

or four fcore hogs-heads. I have founded the very bafe

luring of humility. Sirrah, I am fworn brother to a leafti

of drawers ; and can call them all by their chriftian

names, as—^To/k, Dick, and Francis. They take it already

upon their falvation, that, though 1 be but prince of

Wales, yet I am the king of courtefy : and tell me flatly,

I am no proud yack^ like Falj}aff\ but a Cori?ithian, a

lad of mettle, a good boy,— by the lord, fo they call

me and, when 1 am king of England, I fhall command
all the good lads in Eajl-cheap. They call — drinking

deep, dying fcarlet : and when you breath in your wa-

tering, they cry— hem! and bid you play it off. To
conclude, I am fo good a proficient in one quarter of an

hour, that 1 can drink with any tinker in his own lan-

guage during my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou haft loft

muc'h honour, that tliou vvert not with me in this adion.

Bwt, fweet iVf^,— To fweeten which name of Ned^ I

3 Itf, How fo
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give thee this ^penny-worth of mgar, clapt even now <

into my hand by an under-fkinker : one that never fpake

other Englijh in his life, than

—

Eight /hillings and fix-

fence, and

—

Tou are welcome', with this ihiill addition,

—

Anon, anon, fir ! Score a pint of bajlard in the half-moon,

or fo. But, Ned, to drive away the time 'till Falfiaf

come, I pr'ythee, do thou ftand in fome by-rooifi, Vv/hiie

1 queftion my puny drawer, to what end he gave me
the fugar ; and do thou never leave calling

—

Francis,

that his tale to me may be nothing but— anon. Step
'

afide, and I'll fhew thee a precedent.

Poi. Francis!

Pri, Thou art perfedl.

Poi. Francis! \Exit Poins.
Enter Drawer.

"Dra^ Anon, anon, fir. Look down into the pom*
granate, Ralph.

Pri. Come hither, Francis.

Dra. My lord.

Pri. How long haft thou to ferve, Francis P

Dra. Forfooth, five years, and as much as to~^

Poi. \jwilhin.'\ Francis!

Dra, Anon, anon, fir.

Pri. Five years ! by'r-lady, a long leafe for the clink-

ing of pewter. But, Francis, dar'ft thou be fo valiant, as

to play the coward with thy indenture, and fhew it a

fair pair of heels, and run from it.

Dra. O Lord, fir! I'll be fvvorn upon all the books

in England, I could find in my heart

—

Poi. \fwithin.^ Francis!

Dra. Anon, anon, fir.

Pri. How old art thou, Francis?

Vol. V.
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Dra. Let mc lee,—About Michaelmas next, I fhall be—
Poi. Ifuuithin.^ Francis!

Dra. Anon, fir:_i.Pray you, ftay a little, my lord.

Pri. Nay, but hark you, Francis : For the fugar thou
gav'ft me,— 'twas a penny-worth, was't not?

Dra. O Lord, fir! I would, it had been two.

Pri. I will give thee for it a thousand pound : alk

me when thou wilt, and thou lhalt have it.

Poi. \fwithin.~\ Francis!

Dra, Anon, anon.

Pri. Anon, Francis? No, Francis: but to-morrow,

Trancis', or, Francis j on thursdayj or, indeed, Francis,

when thou wilt. But, Francis,
—

Dra. My lord ?

Pri. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, chryftal-

button, knot-pated, agat-ring, puke- flocking, caddice^

garter, fmooth- tongue, 5)>««//^-pouch,

—

Dra. C Lord, fir, v/ho do you mean ?

Pri. Why then, your brown baftard is your only

drink: for, look you, Francis, your white canvas doub-

let will fully : in Barbary, fir, it cannot come to fo much,
Dra. What, fir?

Poi. [uuithin.l ^^^^^'j '

Pri. Away, you rogue; Doll thou not hear them
call? [Here they both call him; the Dranx)er Jiands

ama-sCd, not knoujing ivhich njay to go.

Enter Vintner,

Fin. What! fland'ft thou ftill, and hear'ft fuch a

calling? look to the guefls within. [Exit Drawer.] My
lord, old fir John with half a dozen more are at the

door; Shall I let them in?

Pri, Let them alone a while, and then open the

not-pated
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door. [S'jtvV Vintner.] Poins!

Re-mter Poins.

Poi. Anon, anon, fir.

Fri Sirrah, Faljiaffand the reft of the thieves are at

the door; Shall we be merry?

Poi. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye;
What cunning match have you made with this jell of

the drawer come, what's the ifTue ."^

Pri. I am now of all humours, that have fhevv'd them-

felves humours, fince the old days of goodman Ada?n, to

the pupil age of this present twelve o'clock at midnight.

Re-e?2ter Drawer, <u;ith Bottles,

What's o'clock, Francis ?

Dra. Anon, anon, fir.

Pri. That ever this fellow Oiould have fewer words
than a parrot, and yet the fon of a woman! His induilry

is— up-ftairs, and down-ftairs ; his eloquence, the par-

cel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's mind, the

Hot-fpur of the north ; he that kills me fome fix or fevem

dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wafhes his hands, and fays

to his wife,

—

Fie upon this quiet life! I nvant ivork, O my
Jhjuset Harry, fays fiie, Ijotv many haji thou kiWd to-day?

Gi've my roan horfe a drefich, fays he; and anfvvers, So?n$

fourteen, an hour after; A trifle, a trifle! I pr'ythee, call

in Faljraff\ I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn {liall

play dame Mortimer his wife. Ri'vo^ fays the drunkard.

Call in ribs, call in tallow.

Enter Falstaff, Gads-hill, Bardol^h, <j«^Peto.
Poi. Welcome, Jack. Where haft thou been t

Fal : A plague of all cowards, I fay, and a vengeance

too! marry, and amen Give me a cup of fack, boy

—

Ere I lead this life l9ng, I'll few nether ftocks, and

P ^
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mend them, and foot them too. A plague of all cov;r-

ards! Give me a cup of fack, rogue, Is there' no
virtue extant r [-drifiks.

Pri. Didft thou never fee Tifan [to Poins] kifs a diHi

of butter; pitiful-hearted butter, that melted at the

fweet tale of the fun ? if thou didft, then behold that

compound.
Fal, You rogue, here's lime in this fack too : There

is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous man :

Yet a coward is worfe than a cup of fack with lime in

it; a villainous coward. Go thy ways, old Jack -y die

when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be net

forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a fhotten

herring. There lives not three good men unhang'd in

England \ and one of them is fat, and grows old : God
help the while! a bad world, I fay! I would, I were a

weaver ; I could fing pfalms, or any thing. A plague of

all cowards, I fay ftill

!

Pri. Kow now, wool-fack ? what mutter you ?

Fal. a king's fon ! If 1 do not beat thee out of thy

kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy fub-

je6ls afore thee like a flock of wild-geefe, I'll never

wear hair on my face more. You prince of Wales!

Pri. Why,youwhorefonround man,what's thematter?
FjLi Are you not a coward? anfwer me to that;

And Poins there ?

Poi, 'Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward,

by the Lord, I'll flab thee.

Fal. I call thee coward ? I'll fee thee damn'd, ere I

call thee coward : but I would give a thousand pound,

I could run as fall as thou canft. You are flrait enough

in the Ihoulders, you care not who fees your back; Call

5 halted Titan that
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yon that, backing of your friends ? A plague upon fuch

backing! give me them that will face me— Give me a

cup of fack : _ 1 am a rogue, if 1 drunk 'to-day.

Pri. O villain! thy lips are fcarce wip'd iince thou

drunk'ft laft.

Fal. All's one for that, [drinks again."] A plague of
all cowards, ftill fay I

!

Pri. What's the matter ?

* Fal. What's the matter? here be four of us, have
ta'en a thousand pound this morning.

Pri. Where is it, Jack? where is it ?

pyiL. Where is it? taken from us it is; a hundred
upon poor four of us.

Pri. What, a hundred, man ?

Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-fword with

a dozen of them two hours together. I have Tcap'd by
miracle. I am eight times thruft through the doublet;

four, through the hose ; my buckler cut through and
through ; my fword hack'd like a hand-faw, eccejignum:

I never dealt better fmce I was a man : all would not

do. A plague of all cowards!— Let them fpeak: if they

fpeak mxore or lefs than truth, they are villains, and
the fons of darknefs.

Pri. Speak, firs ; How was it ?

Gad. We four fet upon fome dozen,—

*

Fal . Sixteen, at leaft, my lord.

Gad. And bound them :

Pet. No, no, they were not bound.
Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of

them; or I am a Jen.'j elfe, an Hcbre-vj Jcvj,

Gad. As we were iharing, fome fix or feven frelh men
fet upon us

;
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Fjl. And unbound the reft, and /then came in the .

other.

Pri. W"hat, fought you with them all ?

Fal. All ?' [ know not what you call, all ; but if I

fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radifh :

if there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old

'Jack, then am I no two leg'd creature.

Poi, Pray God, you have not murther'd fome ofthem.

Fal. Nay, that's paft praying for ; I' have pepper'd

two of them : two, I am fure, \ have pay'd ; two rogues

in backrom fails. I tell thee what, Hal,— if I tell thee

a lie, fpit in my face, call me horfe : Thou know'ft my
old ward ;

— here 1 lay, and thus I bore my point. Four
rogues in buckrom let drive at me

:

Pri. What, four ? thou faid'ft but two even now.

Fal. Four, Hal\ T told thee four.

Pol. Ay, ay, he faid four.

Fal. These four came all afront, and mainly thruft

at me. I made me no m.ore ado, but took all their feven

points in my target, thus.

Pri. Seven ? why, there were but four even now.

Fal, In buckrom ?

Poi, Ay, four, in buckrom fuits.

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain elfe.

Pri. Pr'y thee, let him alone j we ftiall have more anon.

Fal. Doft thou hear me^ Hal?
Pri. Ay, and mark thee too. Jack.

Fal. Do fo, for it is worth the lilVning to. These
nine in buckrom, that 1 told thee of,

—

P-ri. So, two more already.

Fal. Their points being broken,—
Pqi. Down fell their hose.
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Fal. Began to give me ground: But T follow'd me
clofe, came in foot and hand; and, with a thought,

feven of the eleven I pay'd.

Pri. O monftrous! eleven buckrom men grown out

of two!

Fjl, But, as the devil would have it, three mifbe-

gotten knaves, m Kendal grten^ came at my back, and
let drive at me; —"for it was fo dark, Hal, that thou

could'fc not fee thy hand.

Pri. These lies are like the father that begets them

;

grofs as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay-

brain'd guts; thou knotty-pated fool; thou whorcfon,

obfcene, greasy tallow-catch,

—

Fal. What, art thou mad, art thou mad ? is not the

truth the truth ?

Pri. Why, how could'ft thou know these men in

Kendal green, when it was fo dark thou could'ft not fee

thy hand? come, tell us your reason ; What fay'ft thou

to this ?

Poi. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason.

Fal. What, upon compulfion ? No; were I at the

flrappado, or all the racks in the world, 1 vyould not

tell you on compulfion. Give you a reason on compul-
fion ? if reasons were as plenty as black-berries, I would
give no man a reason upon compulfion, I.

Pri. rU be no longer guilty of this fin ; this fan-

guine coward, this bed-prefl'er, this horfe-back- breaker,

this huge hill of fleih :

Fal. Away, you llarveling, you elf-lkin, you dry'd

neat's-tongue, buU's-pizzle, you fiock-fini, — O, for

breath to utter what is like thee!—you tailor's yard, you
flieathj you bovv-cafe, you vile Handing tuck;—
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Pri. Well, breath a while, and then to it again :

and when thou haft tir'd thyfelf in bafe comparifons,

hear me fpeak but this.

Poi. Mark, Jack.

Fri. We two faw you four fet on four; you bound
them, and were matters of their wealth: mark now,
how plain a tale fhall put you down Then did we two
fet on you four ; and, with a word, out-fac'd you from
your prize, and have it; yea, and can fhew it you here

in the houfe:_and, Faljiaff, you carry'd your guts away
as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and roar'd for

mercy, and ftill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard bull-calf.

What a flave art thou, to hack thy fword as thou haft

done; and then fay, it was in fight? What trick, what
device, vvhat ftarting-hole canft thou now find out, to

hide thee from this open and apparent fhame? [now?
Poi. Come, let's hear, Jack\ What trick haft thou

Fjl. I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why,
hcvir ye, my maftcrs ; Was it for me, to kill the heir ap-

parent? fhould I turn upon the true prince? Why, thou

know'ft, I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inftinft

;

the lion will not touch the true prince : inftinftis agreat

matter; I was a coward on inftindt : I fhall think the

better of myfelf, and thee, during my life; I for a

valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, lads.

Enter Hoftefs.

I am glad, you have the money Hoftefs, clap to the

doors; watch to-night, pray to-morrow— Gallants,

I:ids, boys, hearts of gold. All the titles of good-fellow-

fliip come to you ! VVhat, iliall we be merry r (hall we
have a play extempore? [away.

Pri. Content; and the argument fliall bcj thy running

5 fo'jrc, a.nd bound
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Fal. Ah! no more of that, Hal, an thou lov'll: me.

Hof. My lord the prince,

—

Pri. How now, my lady the hoilefs? what fay'Il

thou to me ? .

Hof, Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the

court at door, would fpeak with you: he fays, he comes

from your father.

Pri, Give him as much as will make him a royal

man, and fend him back again to my mother.

FjiL. What manner of man is he?

Hoj. An old man.
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid-

night Shall 1 give him his anfwer ?

Pri. Pi'yihee, do. Jack.

Fal, 'Faith, and I'll fend him packing. [Exit.

Pri. Now, firs; by'r-lady, you fought fair; ib did

you, Peto; fo did you, Bardolph : yo^ ^xt. Ions too,

you ran away uponinftindt; you will not touch the true

prince, no, fiel

Bar. 'Faith, I ran when T faw others run,

Pri. Tel! me now in earneil. How came FalJIaff^s

fvvord fo hack'd ?

Pet. Why, he hack'd it v.'ith his dagger; and faid,

he would fwear truth out Enzland^ but he would
make you believe it was done in fight ; and perfuaded.

us to do the like.

Bar. Yea, and to tick!e our noses with fpear-grafs,

to make them bleed ; and then to beflubber our gar-

ments with it, and fwear it was the blood of true men.
1 did that 1 did not this feven year before, I bluih'd to

hear his monftrous devices.

Vii. O villain,, thou ilorft a cup of fack eighteen
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years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever

fmce thou haft blulh'd extempore : Thou hadft fire and
fword on thy fide, and yet thou ran'll away ; What in-

ftincl hadft thou for it?

Bar. My lord, do you fee these meteors? do you be-

hold these exhalations ?

Pri. I do.

Bar. What think you they portend?
Bri. Hot liver ^, and cold purfes.

Bar, Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.

Re-enter Falstaff.
Bri. No, if rightly taken, halter Here comes lean

yack, here comes bare-bone How now, my fweet

creature of bombaft ? How long is't ago, Jack, fince

thou favv'ft thine own knee ?

Fal, My own knee? when I was about thy years,

Haly 1 was not an eagle's talon in the wafte ; I could

have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring: A plague

of fighing and grief! it blovv's a man up like a bladder.

There's villainous news abroad : here was fir John Bracy

from your father ; you muft to the court in the morn-
ing. That fame mad fellow of the north, Percys and he

of iValesy that gave Amaimon the baftinado, and made
Z«(r//>r cuckold, and fwore the devil his true liege-man

upon the crofs of a Welp hook, — What, a plague, call

you him?
Poi. O, Glendo^er.

Fal. Owen, O^ven; the fame;— and his fon-in-Iaw,

Mortimer-, and old Northumberlanc/ \ and fprightly

Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o'horfeback up a hill

perpendicular :

Pri. He that rides at high fpeed, and with his piftol
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kills a fparrow flying.

FjiL. You have hit it.

Pri. So did he never the fparrow.

Fal . Well, that rafcal hath good mettle in him ; he

will not run,

Pri. Why, what a rafcal art thou then, to praise

him fo for running ?

Fal. O' horfe back, ye cuckoo: but, afoot, lie will

not budge a foot.

Pri. Yes, Jack, upon inftinft.

Fal, I grant ye, upon inftinft. Well, he is there too,

and one Mordake, and a thousand blew-caps more

:

Worcefier is ftoln away to night; thy father's beard is

tarn'd white with the news ; you may buy land now as

cheap as ftinking mackerel.

Pri. Then, 'tis like, if there come a hot June, and
this civil bufFetting hold, we ftiall buy maidenheads as

they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds.

Fal. By the m.afs, lad, thou fay'f!: true; it is like, we
fhall have good trading that way. But, tell me, Hal^

art thou nvOt horribly afeard ? thou being heir apparent,

could the world pick thee out three fuch enemies again,

as that fiend Douglas.^ that fpirit Percy^ and that devil

Giendonjuer ? Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy

blood thrill at it?

Pri. Not a whit; I lack fome of thy inftinfl.

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow,

when thou comeft to thy father : if thou love me,
pr^flife an anfwer.

Pri. Do thou fcand for my father, and examine me
upon the particulars of my life.

Fal, Shall 1? content this chair jdiall be my
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Hate, [clapping hiwfelf donvn in //.] this dagger my
fcepter, and this cufhion my crown.

Pri. Thy ftate is taken for a joint-fiOO!, ,thy gol-

den fcepter for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich

crown for a pitiful bald crown.

, Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be net quite out of
thee, now fhalt thou be moved Give me a cup of fack

to make mine eyes look red, that it may be thought I

have Vv'ept ; for I muft fpeak in paffion, and 1 will do it

in king Camhyfes' vtm, [drinks.

Pri, Vv'^ell, here is my leg.

Fal. And here is my fpeech: Stand afide, nobility.

liof. This is excellent fport, i'faith. [vain.

Fal. Weep not, fweet queen, for trickling tears arc

Hof. O the father, how he holds his countenance!

Fal. For God's fake, lords, convey my triUful queen.

For tears do flop the flood-gates of her eyes.

Eof. O rare ! he doth it as like one of these harlotry

players as ever I fee.

Fal. Peace, goodpint-pot: peace, good tickle-brain

Harry, I do not only marvel where thou fpendell thy

time, but alfo how thou art accompany'd: for though
the camomile, the more it is troden on, the faller it

grows; yet youth; the more it is wafted, the fooner it

wears. That thou art my fon, I have partly thy mother's

word, partly my own opinion : but chiefly, a villainous

trick of thine eye, and a foolifli hanging of thy nether

lip, that doth warrant me: If then thou be fon to me,
here lies the point ;—Why, being fon to me, art thoi^

fo pointed at t Shall the bleflcd fun of heaven prove a

ir.icher, and eat black- berries a qucftion not to be

ak'd : Shall tlic fon of England prove a thief, and take

1 6 trullfull
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purfes ? a queflion to be afk'd. There is a thing, Harry

^

which thou haft often heard of, and it is known to many
in our land by the name of pitch : this pitch, as ancient

writers do report, doth defile ; fo doth the company thoa

k'eepeft : for, Harry ^ now I do not fpeak to thee in drink,

but in tears; not in pleasure, but in paffion ; not in

words only, but in woes alfo : And yet there is a vir-

tuous man, whom I have often noted in thy company,
but [ know not his name.

Pri. What manner of man, an it like your majefty ?

Fal. a goodly portly man, i'faith, and a corpulent;

of a chearful look, a pleasing eye, and a molt noble

carriage; and, as 1 think, his age fome fifty, or, by'r-

lady, inclining to threefcore ; and nov/ I remember me,
his name is Faljiajf: if that man Ihould be lewdly given,

he deceiveth me; for, Harry, 1 fee virtue in his looks:

If then the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit

by the tree, then, peremptorily I fpeak it, there is vir-

tue in that Falftaff: him keep with, the reft banifti.

And teil me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, where
haft thou been this month?

' Pri. Doft thou fpeak like a king ? [plucking hi?n out

of kisChair.'\ do thou ftand for me, and I'll play my
father.

Fal. Depose me? if thou doft it half fo gravely, fo

majeftically, both in v/ord and matter, hang me up by
the heels for a rabbet-fucker, or a poulterer's hare.

Pri. Well, here I am fet.

Fal. And her-e I ftand: judge, my mafters.

Pri. Now, Harry? whence come you?
Fal. My noble lord, hom Eajl-cheap

.

Pri, The complaints I hear of thee are grievous.

27 poulters
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Fal. 'Sblood, my lord, they are falfei^nay, I'll

tickle ye for a young prince, i'faith.

Pri. Swear'ft thou, ungracious boy? henceforth

ne'er look on me : Thou art violently carry'd away
from grace: there is a devil haunts thee, in the likenefs

of a fat old man ; a tun of man is thy companion. Why
doft thou converfe with that trunk of humours, that

bolting- hutch of beaftlinefs, that fwoln parcel of drop-

fies, that huge bombard of fack, that ftuft cloak-bag of
guts, that roafted Manning-tree oxe with the pudding in

his belly, that reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that

father ruffian, that vanity in years ? Wherein is he
good, but to tafte fack and drink it ? wherein neat and
cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cun-

ning, but in craft ? wherein crafty, but in villany ?

wherein villainous, but in all things ? wherein worthy,

but in nothing ?

Fal. I would, your grace would take me with you

;

Whom means your grace ?

Pri. That villainous abominable mif-leader ofyouth,

Faljiaff^ that old white-bearded Saian,

Fal. My lord, the man I know :

Pri. I know, thou doll.

Fal. But to fay, I know more harm in him than in

myfelf, were to fay more than I know. That he is old,

(the more the pity) his white hairs do witnefs it : but

that he is (faving your reverence) a whore-mafler,

that I utterly deny. If fack and fugar be a fault, God
help the wicked ! if to be old and merry be a fin, then

many an old hoft that I know is damn'd : if to be

fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine are to

be loved. No, my good lord j banilh Peto, banifti Bar^
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i^olph, banifh Pohs : but for fweet Jack Faljiaff, kind

Jack Faljlaff, true Jack Falftaff, valiant Jack Faljlaff,

\_A great knocking heard: Exeunt Hoftefs,

and Drawer; Bardolph follonxjs.

and therefore more valiant being as he is old Jack FaU

Jiaffy banifh not him thy Harry s company, banifh not

him thy Harry's company ; banifh plump Jack, and ba-

nifh all the world.

Pri. I do, I will.

Re-enter Bardolpk, running.

Bar, O, my lord, my lord; the fnerilF, with a mofl
monflrous watch, is at the door.

Fal , Out, you rogue ! play out the play : I have much
to fay in the behalf of that Faljtaff.

Re-enter Hoflefs, haftily,

Hof. O Jesuy my lord, my Iord!~"

Pri. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddle-

ftick: What's the matter?

Hof. The fherifF and all the watch are at the door:

they are come to fearch the houfe ; Shall I let them in ?

, Fal. Doll thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of
gold, a counterfeit: if tpou XioGj thou art efTentially mad,
without feeming fo.

Pri, And thou a natural coward, without inftinft.

FaI. I deny your major : if you will deny the iheri^,

fo; if not, let him enter: if I become not a cart as well

as another man, a plague on my bringing up 1 I hope,

I fhall as foon be flrangi'd with a halter, as another.

Pri. Go, hide thee behind the arras; the reft walk
up above. Now, my mafters, for a true fiice, and good
confcience.

Fal, Both which I have had : but their date is out.

made
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and therefore I'll hide me.

Fri. Call in the IheriiF. \Exeunt All hut the Frince,

Enter Sheriff, and Carrier.

Now, mafrer fherifF; what's your will with me?
Zhe. Firft, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry

Hath follovv'd certain men unto this houfe.

Fri, What men ?

She. One of them is well known, my gracious lord %

A grofs fat man.
Car. As fat as butter, -{xr*

Fri. The man, I do aflure you, is not here

;

For I myfelf at this time have employ'd him.

And, fherifr, J engage my word to thee,

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time.

Send him to anfwer thee, or any man.
For any thing he fhall be charg'd withal

:

And fo let me entreat you leave the houfe.

She. I will, my lord : There are two gentlemeil

Kave in this robbery loft three hundred marks.

Fri. It may be fo -. if he have rob'd these men.
He (hall be anfwerable ; and fo, farewel.

She. Good night, my noble lord.

Fri. .1 think, it is good morrow ; Is it not?

She. Indeed, my lord,' I think it be two o'clock.

[^Exeurjt Sheriff, and Carrier.

Fri. This oily rafcal is known as well as FauPs:

Re-enter Peto.
Go, call him forth.

FEf. Fal/taJ"!^f^^ afleep behind the arras, and
fnorting like a horfe.

Fti. Hark how hard he fetches breath : Search his

pockets. \VtXo Jearches.'] What haft thou lound ?

13 I will en—
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Pet. Nothing but papers, my lord.

P^i, Let's fee what they be j read them.

Pet. [reads.'} Item, a capon ; 2.s. 7..d. Item, /auce

;

^.d. fack^ tnvo gallons y ^.d. Item, ancho-

vies and Jack after Jupper; z.s. b.d. Item, bread; a

half-penny.

Pri. O monftrous ! but one half-pennivvorth of bread

to this intolerable deal of fack ! What there is elfe,

keep clofe ; we'll read it at more advantage : there let

him fleep 'till day. I'll to the court in the morning:
we muft all to the wars, and thy place lhall be honour-

able. I'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot; and,

1 know, his death will be a march of twelve-fcore. The
money fliall be pay'd back again, with advantage. Be
with me betimes in the morning ; and fo good morrow,
Peto.

pEr. Good morrow, good my lord. [Exeunt,

Acrm.
SCENE I. Bangor. J Room in the

Arch-deacon s Houfe: a 'Table, nvith Chairs about iti

Enter Worcester, Hot-spur, Mortimer^
and Glendov/er.

MoR . These promises are fair, the parties fure,

And our indudlion full of profperous hope. [x^'^
//o'r. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glendoiver, will

Sit down, and uncle Worcejter : A plague upon itl

I have forgot the map.
Gle . No, here it is. [laying it on the Table <,

Sit, cousin Percy \ fit, good cousin Hot-Jpur:

Vol. V.



ihefirft Part of

For by that name as oft as Lancafter

Doth fpeak of you, his cheek looks pale ; and, with

A rising figh, he wifheth you in heaven.

//or. And you in hell, as often as he hears

OnMcn Glendotvcr fpoke of.

GxE. I cannot blame him: at my nativity.

The front of heaven was full of fiery lhapes,

Of burning creflets ; a?, and, at my birth,

The frame and huge foundation of the earth

Shak'd like a coward.

Ho'T. Why, fo it would have done

At the fame feason, if your mother's cat

Had kitten'd, though yourfelf had ne'er been born.

GiE. 1 fay, the earth did (hake when I was born.

Hot. And I fay, the earth was not of my mind,

If you fuppose, as fearing you it Ihook.

Gle. The heavens were all on fire,the earth did tremble.

Hor. O, then the earth (hook to fee the heavens on fire.

And not in fear of your nativity.

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth

In ftrange eruptions : oft the teeming earth

Is with a kind of cholic pinch'd and vex'd

By the imprisoning of unruly wind
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement ftriving.

Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down
Steeples, and mofs-grown towers. At your birth.

Our grandam earth, having this dillemperature.

In paflion Ihook.

Gle. Cousin, of many men
I do not bear these croITings. Give me leave

To tell you once again,— that, at my birth,

The front of heaven was full of fiery ftiapes j

4^t 15 had but kitt-
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The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds

Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted fields ;

These figns have mark'd me extraordinary ;

And all the courfes of my life do (hew,

i am not in the roll of common men.
Where is he living,— clip'd in with the fea

That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales;^'"

Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ?

And bring him out, that is but woman's fon.

Can trace me in the tedious ways of art.

And hold me pace in deep experiments.

//or. I think, there's no man tl;at fpeaks better Weljh :

I will to dinner.

MoR. Peace, brother Percy; you will make him mad*
Gle. I can call fpirlts from the vafty deep.

Hot. Why, fo can 1 ; or fo can any man :

But will they come, when you do call for them ?

Gle. Why, I can teach thee, cousin, to command
The devil.

Hot. And I can teach thee, cousin, to Ihame the devil.

By telling truth ; Tell truth, and fhame the devil : .

If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither.

And I'll be fworn, I have power to fhame him hence.

O, while you live, tell truth, and fhame the devil.

Mo,R. Come, come,

No m'ore of this unprofitable chat.

Gle. Three times hath Henry Bolifighrohe made head

Againft my power: thrice, from the banks of JVye,

And fandy-bottom'd Sewrn, have 1 fent him,

Bootlefs, and weather-beaten, home.
Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too!

How fcapes he agues, in the devil's name ?

,3° V. Note,

Q-2
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Gl 7. . Come, here's the map ; Shall we dil'Ide our right.

According to our threefold order ta'en ?

MoR. The arch-deacon hath divided it alreaU?

Into three limits, very equally.

England^ from Trent and Severn hitherto,

^pointing to a Part of the Map*
By fouth and eaft, is to my part affign'd

:

All weftward, JVales beyond the Severn fhore,

And all the fertile land within that bound,

To O-iven Gkndovjer : and, dear brother, to you
The remnant northward, lying ofF from Trent.

And our indentures tripartite are drawn;
Which being fealed interchangeably,

j(A businefs that this night may execute)

To-morrow, brother P^'ry;, you, and I,

And my good lord of Worcejiery will fet forth.

To meet your father, and the Scottijh power.

As is appointed us, at Shre-ivshury.

My father Glendonuer is not ready yet,

Nor fnall we need his help these fourteen days:_-

Within that fpace, [/oGle.] youmay have drawn together

Your tenants, friends, and neighb'ring gentlemen.

Gle, a fiiorter time (hall fend me to you, lords.

And in my condudl fhall your ladies come :

From whom you now muft ileal, and take no leajfe

;

For there will be a world of waters fhed.

Upon the parting of your wives and you.

//or. Methinks, my moiety, north from Burton here>

In quantity equals not one of yours :

See, how this river comes me cranking in.

And cuts me, from the beft of all my land,

A huge half-moon, a monllrous cantle out»
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I'll have the current in this place dam'd up

;

'And here "1" the fmug and filver Trent (hall run.

In a new channel, fair and evenly

:

It (hall not wind with fuch a deep indent,

To rob me of fo rich a bottom here.

Gle. Not wind? it fhall, it muft; you fee, it doth,

MoR. Yea, but

Mark how he bears his courfe, and runs me up
With like advantage on the other fide;

Gelding the opposed continent as much.
As on the other fide it takes from you.

Wqr. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here.

And on this north fide v.'in this cape of land ;

And then he runs ftraitlj; and eveni^*

Hot. I'll have it fo; a little charge will do it.

Gle. I will not have it alter'd.

Hot. Will not you.^

Gle. No, nor you (hall not.

Hot. Who fhall fay me, nay?
Gle. Why, that will L
EoT. Let me not underftand you then,

Speak it in IVelJh.

Gle. I can fpeak Englijh, lord, as well as you ;

For r was rrain'd up in the EngUJh court

:

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp

Many an EngUjh ditty, lovely well.

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament

;

A virtue that was never feen in you.

Hot. Marry, and I'm glad on't with all my heart;

I had rather be a kitten, and cry— mew,
Than one of these fame metre ballad-mongers:

I had rather hear a brazen candlefdck turn'd,

Q.3
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Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree

;

And that would let my teeth nothing on edgCj^

Nothing fo much as mincing poetry

;

'Tis like the forc'^d gait of a fliufHing nag.

Gle. Come, you ihall have Trent turn'd.

Eor. I do not care: I'll give thrice fo much land

To any well-deserving friend ;

But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me,
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair.

Are the indentures drawn r (hall we be gone ?

Gle. The moon Ihines fair, you may away by night

:

I'll hafle the writer fortuarti; and, withal,

Break with your wives of your departure hence

:

I am afraid, my daughter will run mad,
So much fhe doteth on her Mortijner. [Exit.

MoR. Fie, brother Percy / how you crofs my father 1

Hot. ] cannot choose : fometimes he angers me.
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant.

Of the dreamer A/^r//>, and his prophefies;

And of a dragon, and a finlefs filh,

A clip-vving'd griffin, and a moulten raven,

A couching lion, and a ramping cat,

And fuch a deal of fKimble-fkamble fluff

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what,

—

He held me, laft night, at tl)Z leaft nine hours,

Jn reck'ning u^ the feveral devils' names,

That were his lackeys : I cry'd, hum, and, well ;

But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious

As 10 a tired horfe, a railing wife ;

Worfe than a fmoky houfe : I had rather live.

With cheese and garlick, in a wind-mill, far

;

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me.

*7 wel go to,



Khg Henry IV. 57

In any fummer-houfe in chriflendom.

MoR. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman ;

Exceedingly well read, and profited

In ftrange concealments ; valiant as a lion,

And wond'rous affable ; and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall I tell you, brother?

He holds your temper in a high refpeft,

And curbs himfelf even of his natural fcope.

When you do crofs his humour; 'faith, he does :

I warrant you, thatTffan is not alive,

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done.

Without the tafte of danger and reproof;

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

PP'oR. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame;

And, fince your coming hither, have done enough
To put him quite befide his patience.

You muil needs learn, lord, to amend this fault:

Though fometimes it fhew greatnefs, courage, bloody

(And that's the deareft grace it renders you ;)

Yet oftentimes it doth present harfh rage,

Defefl of manners, want of government.

Pride, haughtinefs, opinion, and difdain :

The lead of which, haunting a nobleman,
Loseth men's hearts ; and leaves behind a ftairi

Upon the beauty of all parts befides.

Beguiling them of commendation.
Hot. Well, I am fchool'd; Good manners be your fpeedl

Here come our wives, and let us take our leave.

Re-enter Glendower, ^nih the Ladies.

MoR. This is the deadly fpite that an2,ers me,

—

My wife can fpeak no Englijh, I no Weljh.

Gle, My daughter weeps ; fhe will not part with you,

Cl4
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She'll be a foldier too, fhe'll to the wars.

MoR. Good father, tell her,— (he, and iny {\&.qv Percys

Shall follow ill your conducl fpeedily.

Glendbwer /peaks to his Daughter in Wellh,
andJhe anjivers htjn in the fame.

Gle, She's defperate here; a peevifh felf-will'd har-

lotry,

One that no perfuasion can do good upon.

Daughter again in Wellh, to her

Husband,

MoR. T underftand thy looks : that pretty Wel/h

Which thou pour'ft down too from these fwelling heavens,

I ara too perfect in; and, but for fhame.

In fuch a parly Ihould I anfwer thee.

Daughter again to her Husband ; kijjing,

and embracing him.

I underftand thy kifTes, and thou mine,

i^nd that's a feeling difputation :

But I will never be a truant, love,

'Till I have learn'd thy language ; for thy tongue

Makes IVelJJo as fweet as ditties highly pen'd,

Sung by a fair queen in a fummer's bower.

With ravifliing division, to her lute,

Gz,£. Nay, if you melt, then will (he run quite mad.
Daughter again to her Husband,

MoR. O, r am ignorance itfelf in this.

Gle. She bids you, on the rufhes lay you down,
And reft your gentle head upon her lap,

And ftie will fing the fong that pleaseth you,

And on your eye-lids crown the god of fleep.

Charming your blood with pleasing heavinefs ;

flaking luch difterence 'tvvixt wake and fleep,

* V. Note. -7 the wanton rufhes
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As is the difFerence betwixt day and night.

The hour before the heavenly-harneiT'd teem
Begins his golden progrefs in the eaft.

MoR. With all my heart I'll fit, and hear her ling:

By that time will our book, I thii k, be drawn.

Gle. Do fo; and those musicians that fhallplay toyou.

Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence ;

Yet ftraight they fhall be here : fit, and attend.

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfedl in lying down

:

Come, quick, quick; that I may lay my head in thy

lap.

Lad. Go, ye giddy goofe.

Glendower mutters fome Incantatiom in

Wellh, and a Mustek plays.

Hot. Now I perceive, the devil underftands IFelJfj ;

And 'tis no marvel, he's fo humorous,
By'r-Iady, he's a good musician.

Lad. Then fhould you be nothing but musical

;

For you are altogether govern'd by humours.
Lye ftill, ye thief, and hear the lady fing

Jn fVelJh.

Hor. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in Irijh,

Lad. Would'ft have thy head broken i

Hor. No.
Lad. Then be ftill.

Hor, Neither ; 'tis a woman's fault.

Lad. Now God help thee !

Hor. To the IVelJh lady's bed.

Lad. What's that ?

Hor, Peace! (he fmgs.

Bor. Come, Kate^ I'll have your fong too.

8 And firalght
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Lad. Not mine, in good Tooth.

Hor, Not yours, in good footh ; 'Heart, you fwear

like a comfit-maker's wife ! Not you, in good footh

;

and, As true as I live ; and. As God fhall mend me j

and. As fure as day ;

—
And giv'ft fuch farcenet furety for thy oaths,

As if thou never walk'dft further than Finsbmj.

Swear me, Kaie, like a lady, as thou art,

A good niouth-filling oath ; and leave in footh.

And fuch protefts of pepper ginger-bread.

To velvc't guards, and funday citizens.

Come, fing.

Lad. I will not fing.

BoT. 'Tis the next way, to turn tailor, or be red-

breaft teacher. An the indentures be drawn, I'll away
within these two hours ; and fo come in when ye

will. [Exit,

Gle. Come, come, lord Mortimer \ you are as flow.

As hot lord Percy is on fire to go.

By this, our book is drawn; we'll feal, and then

To horfe immediately.

MoR, With all my heart. [Exeu7it,

SCENE II. London. J Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, the Prince, andfome Lords.

K. PL Lords, give us leave ; the prince of IVales^i and I,

Miift have fome private conference : But be near

At hand, for we (hall presently have need of you.

\_Exeunt Lords
<^

I know not whether God will have it fo,

For fome difpleasing fervice I have done.

That, in his fecret doom, cut of my blood

7 walk ft protcfl weele but feale
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He'll breed revengement and a fcourge for me:
But thou doft, in thy paffages of life.

Make me believe,— that thou art only mark'd

For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven,

To punifli my miftreadings. Tell me elfe,

Could fuch inordinate, and low desires,

Such poor, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch mean attaints.

Such barren pleasures, rude fociety.

As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to.

Accompany the greatnefs of thy blood,

And hold their level witli thy princely heart?

Pri. So please your majefty, \ would, I could

Quit all ofi'ences with as clear excufe.

As well as, T am doubtlefs, \ can purge
Myfelf of many I am charg'd withal

:

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg.

As, in reproof of many tales devis'd,

—

Which oft the ear of greatnefs needs muft hear,
""^

By fmiling pick-thanks, and bafe news-mongers,
I may, for fome things true, wherein my youth
Hath faulty wander'd and irregular.

Find pardon on my true fubmilfion.

K,H. God pardon thee!— yet let me wonder, Barrj,

At thy aiFeftions, which do hold a wing
Quite from the flight of all thy anceflors.

Thy place in council thou haft rudely loft,

Which by thy younger brother is fupply'd;

And art almoft an alien to the hearts

Of all the court and princes of rny blood

:

The hope and expectation of thy time

Is ruin'd ; and the foul of every man
Prophetically does fore-think thy fall.

,

7 attempts 3^ doe
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Had T fo lavifli of my presence been,

So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men.
So Hale and cheap to vulgar company

;

Opinion, that did help me to the crown,

Had Hill kept loyal to possefTion ;

And left me in reputelefs banifhment,

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood.

By being feldom feen, [ could not iHr,

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at:

That men would tell their children, This is he;

Others svoold (siy,— Where? n^jhich is Bolingbroke ?

And then I Hole all courtsly from heaven.

And drelT'd myfelf in fuch humility,

That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts.

Loud fliouts and falatations from their mouths.

Even in the presence of the crowned king.

Thus did I keep m.y perfon frefh, and new ;

My presence, like a robe pontifical.

Ne'er feen but wonder'd at : and fo my Hate,

Seldom, but fumptuous, (hewed like a feail;

And won, by rarenefs, fuch folemnity.

The feipping king, he ambl'd up and down
With (hallow jefters, and rafh bavin wits.

Soon kindl'd, and foon burnt: 'fcarded his flate;

Mingl'd his royalty with carping fools;

liad his great name prophaned with their fcorns;

And gave his countenance, againft his name.

To laugh with gybing boys, and Hand the pufh

Of every beardlefs vain comparative :

Grew a companion to the common ftreets,

EnfeofF'd him.felf to popularity :

Thar, being daily fvvallow'd by men's eyes.

*4 carded laugh at gybing
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They furfeited with honey; and began

To loath the tafte of fweets, whereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.
So, when he had occasion to be feen.

He wa^ but as the cuckoo is in June,

Heard, not regarded ; feen, but with fuch eyes,

As, fick and blunted with community,
AlFord no extraordinary gaze,

Such as is bent on fun-like niajefty

When it fliines feldom in admiring eyes I

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down.
Slept in his face, and renderd fuch afped

As cloudy men use to their adverfaries

;

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full.

And in that very line, Harry, ftand'ft thou :

For thou haft lofl: thy princely priviledge.

With viie participation ; not an eye

But is aweary of thy common fight.

Save mine, which hath desir*d to fee thee more;
Which now doth that I would not have it do.

Make blind itfelf v/ith foolifn tendernefs.

Pri. I fliall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord.

Be more myfelf.

K. H. For all the world.

As thou art at this hour, was Richard then

When I from France fet foot at Ra'venfpurg

And even as I was then, is Percy now.

Now by my fcepter, and my foul to boot.

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate.

Than thou, the fhadow of fuccelTion :

For, of no right, nor colour like to right.

He doth fill fields with harnefs in the realm

;

i fweetnes ^5 art to this
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Turns head againft the lion's armed jaws;

And, being no more in debt to years than thoa.

Leads ancient lords and reverend bifliops on,

To bloody battles, and to bruising arms.

What never-dying honour hath he got

Again ft renovi^ned Douglas ; whose high deeds,

Whose hot incurfions, and great name in arms.

Holds from all foldiers chief majority,

And military title capital.

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge C/^-r;}? r'

Thrice hath this Hot-fpur Mars in fwathing cioaths.

This infant warrior, in his enterprises

Difcomfited great Douglas ; ta'en him once.

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him.

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up,

And {hake the peace and fafety of our throne.

And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumbcrlandy

The archbifhop's grace of York, Douglas, anU Mortimer^

Capitulate againft us, and are up.

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ?

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes.

Which art my near'ft and deareft enemy ?

Thou that art like enough,— through vaflal fear,

Bafe inclination, and the ftart of fpleen,

—

To fight againft me under Parry's pay.

To dog his heels, and curt'fy at his frowns.

To Ihew how much degenerate thou art?

Pri. Do not think fo, you ftiall not find it fo t

And God forgive them, that fo much have fway'd

Your majefty's good thoughts away from me

!

I will redeem all this on Percy's head.

And, in the closing of fome glorious day*
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Be bold to tell you, that I am your Ton ;

When r will wear a garment all of blood.

And ftain my favours in a bloody mafic,

Which, wadi'd away, fhall fcour my fliame with it.

And that fhall be the day, whene'er it lights.

That this fame child of honour and renown.

This gallant Hot-/pur, this all-praised knight,

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet

:

For every honour fitting on his helm,

'Would they were multitudes ; and on my head

My fhames redoubl'd ! for the time will come.
That I fhall make this northern youth exchange
His glorious deeds for my indignities :

Percy is but my fa6:or, good my lord,

To engrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf

;

And I will call him to fo Ibiil account.

That he fliall render every glory up.

Yea, even the flighteft worihip of kis time.

Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart.

This, in the name of God, 1 promise here :

The which if he be pleas'd I fhall perform, z
)

I do befeech your majefly, may falve

The long-grown wounds of my intemperance:

If not, the end of life cancels all bonds ;

And 1 will die a hundred thousand deaths.

Ere break the fmallefl parcel of this vow.

K. H. A hundred thousand rebels die in this

Thou fhalt have charge, and fovereign trufl, herein.

Enter Blunt, hazily.

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of fpeed.

Blu. So is the businefs that I come to fpeak of.

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word,-^ ^

31 So hath the
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That Douglas^ and the F.ngUJh rebels, met.

The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury :

A mighty and a fearful head they are,

]f promises be kept on every hand.

As ever ofFer'd foul play in a ftate.

K,H. The earl of Wejimoreland ^tX. forth to-day J

With him my fon, lord John of Lancajier ;

For this advertisement is five days old :

On Wednesday next, fon Harry, you fhall fet

Forward ; on thursday, we ourfeives will march.
Our meeting is Bridgnorth: and, Harry, you
Shall march through Glocejierjhire y by which account^

Our businefs valued, fome twelve days hence

Our general forces at Bridgnorth fhall meet.

Our hands are full of businefs : let's away;
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. Eaft-cheap. A Room in the Tavern.

Enter Falstaff, and Bardolph.
Fal. Bardolph, am I not fall'n away vilely nnce this

laft aftion ? do 1 not bate ? do I not dwindle? why, my
fkin hangs about me like an old lady's loofe gown ; f

am wither'd like an old apple-^O/^w. Well, I'll repent,

and that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking; I Ihall

be out of heart ihortly, and then I fhall have no lirength

to repent. An I have not forgotten what the infide of

a church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's

horfe ; the infide of a church : Company, villainous

company, hath been Hie fpoil of me.

Bar . Sir "John, you are fo fretful, you cannot live long.

Fal, Why, there is it:— come, fmg me a bawdy
fong; make me merry. I was as viriuoufly given, as a
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gentleman need to be; virtuous enougli : fvvore little;

dic'd, not above feven times a week ; went to a bawdy-
houfe, not above once in a quarter of an hour ; pay'd

money that [ borrowed, three or four times; liv'd wellj

and in good compafs : and now I live out of all order.

Out of all compafs.

Bar. Why, you are fo fat, fir Jchn, that you muft

needs be out of all compafs ; out of all reasonable com-
pafs, (irjohn.

FjL. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my
life : Thou art our admiral, thou bearefl: the lanthorn

in the poop,— but 'tis in the nose of thee; thou art the

knight of the burning lamp.

Bar, Why, fir John, my face does you no harm.

Fal, No, I'll be fworn ; I make as good ufe of it, as

many a man doth of a death's head, or a memento mori:

I never fee thy face, but I think upon hell-fire, and
Di'ves that lived in purple ; for there he is in his robes,

burning, burning. Jf thou wert any vvay given to vir-

tue, I would fvvear by thy face ; my oath ihould be, By
this fire: but thou art altogether given over; and wert

indeed, but for the light in thy face, the fon of utter

darknefs. When thou ran'ft up Gads-hill in the night t6

catch my horfe, if I did not think thou hadfc been an
ignis fatuus, or a ball of wild-fire, there's no purchafe

in money. O, thou art a perpetual triumph, an ever*

lafting bonefire-light! Thou haft faved me a thousand

marks in links and torches, v/alking with thee in the

night betwixt tavern and tavern : but the fack that

thou haft drunk me, would have bought me lights

as good cheap, at the deareft chandler's in Europe. I

have maintained that falamander of yours with nre.^

Vol. V.
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any time this two and thirty years ; God reward me
for it

!

Bar, 'Sblood, I would my face were in your belly

!

Enter Hoftefs.

Tal. God-a-mercy ! fo fhould I be fure to be heart-

burnt. How now, dame Partlet the hen ? have you en-

quir'd yet, who pick'd my pocket ?

Hof. Why, fir John, what do you think, fir John?
do you think, I keep thieves in my houfe r I have

fearch'd, I have enquir'd, fo has my husband, man by
man, boy by boy, fervant by fervant: the tithe of a hair

was never loll in my houfe before.

Fal. You lie, hoftefs ; Eardolph was fhav'd, and loft

many a hair : and I'll be fworn, my pocket was pick'd:

Go to, you are a woman, go.

Hof. Who I ? I defy thee: I was never call'd fo in

mine own houfe before.

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough.

FJof No, fir John \ you do not know me, fir John :

I know you, fir John: you owe me money, fir Johny
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it : I

bought you a dozen of fhirts to your back.

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : 1 have given them away
to bakers' wives, and they have made boulters of them.

Hof. Now, as I am a true woman, holland of eight

fliillings an ell. You owe money here befides, fir John^

for your diet, and by-drinkings ; and money lent you,

four and twenty pounds,

Fal. He had his part of it; let him pay.

Hof. He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing.

Fal. How! poor? look in his face; What call you

jich ? let tliem coin his nose, let them coin his cheeks j

«i tight of
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I'll not pay a denier : What, will you make a younker
of me ? jfhall I not take mine ease in mine inn, but I

Jfhall have my pocket pick'd ? I have loft a feal.-ring of
my grandfather's, worth forty mark.

Ho/. O, Jesu! 1 have heard the prince tell him, I

know not how oft, that that ring was copper.

FjiL. How ! the prince is a Jack, a fneak-cup
; and,

if he were here, 1 would cudgel him like a dog, if he
would fay fo.

Enter the Prince, cmJ Peto, marching :

FalftafF meets, and puts himjetf before them ; playing

upon his TruncJ^on, like a Fife.

Fal . How now, lad? is the wind in that door, i'faith ?

muft we all march ?

Bar. Yea, two and two, iWTv§-^/^-fafliion.

Hof. My lord, I pray you, hear me.
Pri. What fay'ft thou, miftrefs ^ickly? How does

thy husband I love him well, he is an honeft man,
Hof Good my lord, hear me.
Fal, Pr'ythee, let her alone, and lift to me.
Pri, What fay'ft thou, Jack?
Fal. The other night J fell afleep here behind the

arras, and had my pocket pick'd: this houfe is turn'd

bawdy-houfe, they pick pockets.

Pri. What didft thou lose. Jack?
Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four bonds

of a forty pound a-piece, and a feal-ring of my grand-
father's.

Pri. A trifle, fome eight-penny matter.

Hof So I told him, my lord; and I faid, I heard

your grace fay fo : And, my lord, he fpeaks moft vilely

of you, like a foul-mouth'd man as he is; and faid, he
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would cudgel you.

Pri, What ! he did not ?

Hof, There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood
in me elfe.

FjSL, There's no more faith in thee, than in a ftevv'd

prune ; nor no more truth in thee, than in a drawn fox

;

and for womanhood, m2L\di-Marian may be the deputy's

wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go.

Hof. Say, what thing? what thing?

Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thank God on.

Hof I am no thing to thank God on, I would thou

fliouldft know it ; I am an honeft man's wife : and, fet-

ting thy knighthood afide, thou art a knave to call me fo.

Fal. Setting thy womanhood afide, thou art a beaft

to fay otherwise.

Hof. Say, what beaft, thou knave thou ?

Fal. What beaft ? why, an otter.

Pri. An otter, fir John? why an otter ?

Fal . Why ? flie's neither fifti, nor fleih ; a man knows
not where to have her.

Hof Thou art an unjuft man in faying fo; thou or

any man knows where to have me, thou knave thou.

Pri. Thou fay'ft true, hoftefs ; and he flanders thee

moft grofsly.

Hof So he doth yon, my lord ; and faid this other

day, you ought him a thousand pound.

Pri. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ?

Fal. a thousand pound, Hal? a million : thy love it

tvorth a million ; thou ow'ft me thy love.

Hof Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack; and faid, be
would cudgel you.

Fal. Did I, BardoIj>h?
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BjR. Indeed, fir John, you faid ib.

FjL. Yea; if he faid, my ring was copper.

Pri. I fay, 'tis copper ; Dar'll thou be as good as thy

word now ?

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ft, as thou art but man,

I dare : but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, as 1 fear the

roaring of the lion's whelp.

Pri. And why not, as the lion ?

Fal. The king himfeif is to be feared as the lion:

Doll thou think, I'll fear thee as t fear thy father? nay,

I do, I pray God my girdle break!

Pri. O, if it (hould, how would thy guts fall about

thy knees! But, firrah, there's no room for faith, truth,

nor honePtV, in this bosom of thine; it is ail fiU'd op

with gvUs, and midriff. Charge an honeft woman with

picking thy pocket! Why, thou whorefon, impudent,

imboil rafcal, if there were any thing in thy pocket but

tavern-reck'nings, memorandums of bawdy-houses, and
one poor penny-worth of fugar-candy to make thee

long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd with any

other injuries but these, I am a villain. And yet you
will (land to it; you will not pocket up wrong: Art

thou not rifham'd ?

Fal. Doii thou hear, Hal? thou know'il, in the flare

of innocency, Adam fell; And what fhould ^ooxjack

Fa'JiaJf do, in the days of villainy? Thou feefl, I have

more Heili than another man ; and therefore more fra-

ilty. You confefs then, you pick'd my pocket?

Pri. it appears fo by the ftory.

Fal. Hoilefs, I forgive thee : Go, make ready break-

fail ; love thy husband, look to thy fervants, cherifh thy

gueils: thcu ihall find me tradable to any honeft rea-

R 3
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son; thou feeft, lam pacify*d ftill. Nay, pr'ythee, be
gone. \^Ex{t Hoftefs.] Now, Hal, to the news at court:

for the robbery, lad,—How is that anfwer'd ?

Pri. O my fweet beef, I muft ftill be good angel to

thee:— The money is pay'd back again.

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back, 'tis a dou-
ble labour.

Pri. I am good friends with my father, and may do
any thing.

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the firft thing thou doft,

and do it with unwafh'd hands too.

Bar. Do, my lord.

Pri. I have procur'd thee, fack, a charge of foot.

Fal. I would, it had been of horfe. Where fliall I

find one that can fteal well? O for a fine thief, of two
and twenty, or thereabouts! I am heinoufly unprovided.

Well, God be thanked for these rebels, they offend

none but the virtuous; I laud them, I praise them.

Pri, Bardolph,—

Bar. My lord.

Pri. Go bear this letter to lord Jchn of Lancajler^

My hTOx)\tx John\ this=f=to my lord q{ Wefimoreland.

PetOy to horfe, to horfe ; for thou, and I,

Have thirty miles to ride ere dinner-time._
Jack,

Meet me to-morrow in the Temple hall

At two o'clock i' the afternoon :

There (halt thou know thy charge; and there receive

Money, and order for their furniture.

7'he land is burning ; Percy ftands on high ;

And either ihey, or we, mull lower lye.

[Exeufit Prince, Peto, andl^hK^

»i To my Go Peto *4 ride yet ere
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Fal . Rare words ! brave world !«_Hofl:efs, my break-

faft ; come :

O, I could wiflij this tavern were my drum. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I. The rebel Camp before ShxQ'^^nry.

^///^r Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, andOthers.

Hot. Well faid, my noble Scot: If fpeaking truth.

In this fine age, were not thought flattery.

Such attribution fhould the Douglas have.

As not a foldier of this feason's ftamp

Should go fo general current through the world.

By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy

The tongues of foothers ; but a braver place

In my heart's love, hath no man than yourfelf:

Nay, ta{k me to my word; approve me, lord.

Dou. Thou art the kmg of honour :

No man fo potent breaths upon the ground.

But I will beard him.

Enter a Meflenger, 'voith Letters,

Hor, Do fo, and 'tis well :

What letters haft thou there?__I can but thank you.

Mef. These letters, mr C50a"Dloj"D, come from your fa-

Hor, Letters from him!why comes he nothimfeir?[ther.

Mef. He cannot come, my lord ; he's grievous fick.

Hot. 'Zounds! how has he the leisure to be fick.

In fuch a juftling time? Who leads his power ?

Under whose government come they along ?

Mef His letters bear his mind, not 1, my lord.

[Hot-fpur opens them^ and r^ads,

3« ray mind,

R +
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WoR. I pr*ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed?

Mef. He did, my lord, four days ere I fet forth

;

And at the time of my departure thence.

He was much fear'd by his physicians.

Wok. [ would, the ftaie of time had firfl been whole.

Ere he by ficknefs had been visited ;

His health was never better worth than now.
Hor. Sick now! droop now! ihis ficknefs doth infeft

The very life-blood of our enterprize ;

'Tis catching hither, even to our camp.

He writes me here,— that inward ficknefs l;oRJ0|)itn \

And that his friends by deputation could not

So foon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet.

To lay fo dangerous and dear a trull

On any foul remov'd, but on his own.
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement,

—

That with our fmall conjundion we (hould on»

To fee how fortune is difpos'd to us :

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now ;

Because the king is certainly posseft

Of all our purposes What fay you to it?

WoR. Your father's ficknefs is a maim to us.

Hot ^ A perilous gafh, a very limb lopt off

And yet, in faith, it's not ; his present want
Seems more than we (hall find it : Were it good.

To fet the exaft wealth of all our ftates

All at one caft ? to fet fo rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?

It were not good : for therein ihould we read

The very bottom and the foul of hope ;

The very lift, the very utmoll bound
Of all our fortunes.
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Dou. Taith, and fo we fhouJd ;

Where now remains a fweet reverfion ;

^nti we may boldly fpend, upon the hope
Of what is to come in:

A comfort of retiremer.t lives in this.

Hor. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto.

If that the devil and mifchance look big

Upon the maidenhead of our affairs.

WoR. But yet, I would your father had been here.

The quality and hair of our attempt

Brooks no division : It will be thou^^ht

By fome, that know not why he is away.

That wisdom, loyalty, and meer diflike

Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence;

And think, how fuch an apprehenfion

May turn the tide of fearful faftion,

And breed a kind of quelHon in our cause:

For, well you know, we of the offending fide

Muft keep aloof from ftricl arbitrement

;

And flop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence
The eye of reason may pry in upon us :

This abfence of your father's draws a curtain.

That (hews the ignorant a kind of fear

Before not dreamt of.

Hor. Qlome, you flrain too far.

I, rather, of his abfence make this ufe

It lends a luftre, a more great opinion,

A larger dare to our great enterprize,

Than if the earl were here : for men muft think,

If we, without his help, can make a head
To pu{h againft the kingdom ; with his help.

We fhali o'er-turn it topfy-turvy down.

i8 offring
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Yet all goes v/ell, yet all our joints are whole,

Dou. As heart can think : there is not fuch a word
Spoke of in Smlandy as this term of fear.

Enter Sir Richard Vernon.
Hof, My cousin Vernon I welcome, by my foul.

Vkr. Pray God, my news be worth a welcome, lord.

The earl of Wefim^reland, feven thousand ftrong.

Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John,
Hot, No harm : What more ?

Vrr. And further, 1 have learn'd,—
The king himfelf in perfon is fet forth.

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily.

With ftrong and mighty preparation.

Hot. He fhall be welcome too. Where is his fon,

The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales,

And his comrades, that daft the world afide.

And bid it pafs

Fer, Ail furnifh'd, all in arms,

All plum'd like eftridges ; and with the wind
Bating, like eagles having lately bathM :

Glittering in golden coats, like images

;

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls;

Ag full of fpirit as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the fun at midfummer.
I faw young Harry,— with his beaver up,

Hib cuifies on his thighs, gallantly arm'd,

—

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury,

And vault with fuch an ease into his feat,

As if an angel dropt down from the clouds, ^

To turn and wind a fiery Pegajus,

And witch the Vw'orld with noble horfemanfiiip.

Hot. No more, no more ; worfe than the fun in March,

* 9 that with the wind Baited ajv, AV*. 2 5 bever on, 28 vaulted
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This praise doth nourifli agues. Let them come;
They come like facnnces in their trim,

And to the fire-ey d maid of fmoaky war.

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them

:

The mailed Mars fhall on his altar fit,

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire,

To hear this rich reprisal is fo nigh.

And yet not ours:— Come, let me rake my horfe.

Who is to bear me, like a thunder-bolt,

Againft the bosom of the prince of I4^ales:

Harry to Harry fhall, hot horle to horfc

;

Meet, and ne'er part, 'till one drop down a corfe.

O, that Gkndonjoer were come !

Ver. There is more news:
I learn'd *n Worcefrer^ as I rode along,

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days.

Dou. That's the worft tidn.gs that 1 hear of yet.

WoR. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frofty found.

Hor, What may the king's whole battle reach unto ?

Ver. To thirty thousand.

Hor. Forty let it be ;

My father and Glendonxier being both away.
The powers of us may ferv^- fo great a day.

Come, let us take a m after fpeedily

Dooras-day is near; die all, die merrily.

Dou Talk not of dying ; 1 am out cf fear

Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year. \Exeunt,

SCENE 11. J pul;Itd Road near Coventry,

Ertter Falstaff, and Bardolph.
Fal, Bardclph, get thee before to Co--ventry \ fill me,

a

bottle of fack: our foldiers fhall march through; we'll
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to Sutton-CoIJield to~mght

J

Bar. Will you give me money, captain ?

Fal, Lay out, lay out.

Bar. This bottle makes an angel.

Fal. An it do, take it for thy labour; and if it make
twenty, take them all, I'll anfwer the coinage. Bid my
lieutenant P^/o meet m.e at the town's end.

Bar. I will, captain : farewel. [Exit,

Fal. If 1 be not afhamed of my foldiers, I am k
fouc'd gurnet. I have mif-us'd the king's prefs damna-
bly : Ihavegot, in exchange of a hundred and fifty foldiers,

three hundred and odd pounds. I prefs me none but

good houfliolders, yeomen's fons : enquire me out con-

trafled batcheiors, fuch as had been a{k'd twice on the

banes; fuch a commodity of warm flaves, as had as

lief hear the devil as a drum ; fuch as fear the report of

a caliver, worfe than a ftiuck deer, or a hurt wild-fowl.

I prePi me none but fuch toaiis and butter, with hearts

in their bellies no bigger than pins' heads, and they

have bought out their fervices; and now my whole
charge confifts of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gen-

tlemen of companies, flaves as ragged as Lazarus in the

painted cloth, where the glutton's dogs licked his fores:

and fuch as, indeed, were never foldiers ; but difcarded

unjuH fervin^men, younger fons to younger brothers,

revoked tapllcrs and olUers trade-fall'n; the cankers of

a calm world, and a long peace; ten times more dif-

honourably ragged, than an Oid-fac'd ancient: and fuch

have I, to fill up the rooms of thein that have bought

out their fervices; that you would think, I had a hun-

dred and fifty tatter'd prodigals, lately come from fvvine-

keeping, from eating draff and hufks. A mad fellow

> Sutton cop -hill *7 flriicke foule, or a hurt wild ducke

diihoxiourablc 3° thinke that I Ji totier'd
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met me on the way, and told me, I had unloaded all

the gibbets, and preil the dead bodies. No eye hath

feen fuch fcare-crows. I'll not march through Co^jentry

with them, that's flat:—Nay, and the villains march
wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves on ; for,

indeed, I had the moft of them out of prison. There's

but a fhirt and a half in all my company : and the half-

fhirt is two napkins, tack'd together, and thrown over

the ftioulders like a herald's coat without fleeves; and
the fhirt, to fay the truth, ftoln from my hoft at Saint

Alban\, or the red-nose inn-keeper oi' Daintry. But
that's all one; they'll find linnen enough on every

hedge.

Enter the Prince, andLord We stmoreland,
Tri. How now, hXosNXiJack? how now, quilt?

Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad wag ? what a devil

doft thou in WarnvkkJhireP My good lord of IVefl'

morelandy I cry you mercy; I thought, your honour had
already been 2X Shrewsbury

.

Wes. 'Faith, {ujohny 'tis more than time that I were
there, and you too; but my powers are there already:

The king, 1 can tell you,' looks for us all ; we mull away
all night.

Fal, Tut, never fear me; I am as vigilant, as a cat

to Ileal cream.

Pri. I think, to Ileal cream indeed ; for thy theft

hath already made ihee butter. But tell me, Jacki
Whose fellows are these that come after ^

Fal, Mine, Hal, mine.

Pri. I did never fee fuch pitiful rafcals.

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to tofs ; food for pow-«

der, food for powder; they'll fill a pit as well 2l> betters

7 There's not j»
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tufli, man, mortal men, mortal men.
Wes. Ay, but, {ivjohn, methinks, they are excee-

ding poor and bare; too beggarly.

Fal . 'Faith, for their poverty,— I know not where
they had that: and for their barenefs,— I am fure, they

never learn'd that of me.

Pri. No, I'll be fworn; unlefs you call three fingers

on the ribs, bare. But, firrah, make hafte; Percy is

already in the field. ^Exit,

Fal. What, is the king encamp'd?

Web. He is, {\xJohn\ I fear, we fhall flay too long. VExit,

Fal. Well,

To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a feart,

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueft. \_Exit.

SCENE III. Hot-fpur's C^^// »^«r Shrewsbury.

Enter Hot-spur, Worcester, Douglas,
and Vernon.

Hot, We'll fight with him to-night.

WoR. It may not be.

Dou. You give him then advantage.

Ver. Not a whit.

Bor. Why fay you fo.? looks he not for fupply?

Ver, So do we.

Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful.

WoR. Good cousin, be advis'd; ftir not to-night.

Ver. Do not, my lord.

Dou. You do not counfel well

;

You fpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart.

Ver. Do me no flander, Douglas: by my life,

(And I dare well maintain it with my life)

If well-refpeded honour bids me on.

31 bid
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I hold as little counfel with weak fear.

As you, or any Scot that this day lives :

—

Let it be feen to-morrow in the battle.

Which of us fears.

Dou. Yea, or to-night.

Ver. Content.

Hot. To-night, fay T.

Ver Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much,
Being men of fuch great leading as you are.

That yoa forefee not what impediments

Drag back our expedition : Certain horfe of

My cousin Vernon''^ are not yet come up :

Your \xr\z\elVorceJers horfe came but to-day

;

And now their pride and mettle is afleep.

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,

That not a horfe is half the half of himfelf.

Hot. So are the horfes of the enemy
In general, journey-bated, and brought low

;

The better part of ours are full of relL

WoR. The number of the king exceedeth ours:

For God's fake, cousin, ftay 'till all come in.

Trumpet founds a Farley. Enter

Sir Walter Blunt.
Blu. I come with gracious offers from the king.

If you vonchfafe me hearing, and refpeft.

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt , And would to Godj
You were of our determination

!

Some of us love you well : and even those fome
Envy your great deservings, and good name ;

Because you are not of our quality.

But Hand againft us like an enemy.

Bhu, And God defend but llill I Ihould ftand fo.

you, iry Lord, or



82 TheJirft Part of

So long as, cut of limit and true rule,

You ftand againft anointed majefty !

But, to my charge. The king hath fent to knovr

The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon
You conjure from the breaft of civil peace

Such bold hoftility, teaching his duteous land

Audacious cruelty: Jf that the king

Have any way your good deserts forgot,

—

Which he confefleth to be manifold,

—

He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all fpeed.

You lhall have your desires, with intereft ;

And pardon abfolute for yourfelf, and these.

Herein mif-led by your fuggeftion.

Eor. The king is kind ; and, well we know, the king
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay.

My father, and my uncle, and myfelf.

Did give him that fame royalty he wears

:

And,— when he was not fix and twenty ftrong^

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low,

A poor unminded out-law fneaking home,

—

My father gave him welcome to the (hore:

And,—when he heard him fwear, and vow to God^
He came but to be duke of Lancajier,

To fue his livery, and beg his peace ;

With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal,—

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd.

Swore him afliftance, and perform'd it too.

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm

Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him.

The more and lefs came in with cap and knee i

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ;

Attended him on bridges, flood in lanes,
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LayM gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths,

Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow'd him.

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes.

He presently,— as greatnefs knows itfelf,
—

'

Steps me a little higher than his vow
Made to my father, while his blood was poor.

Upon the naked (hore at E.a^-uenfpurg ;

And now (forfooth) takes on him to reform

Some certain edidls, and fome ftrait decrees.

That lye too heavy on the commonwealth

:

Cries out upon abufes, feems to weep
Over his country's wrongs; and, by this face.

This feeming brow of julHce, did he win
The hearts of all that he did angle for.

Proceeded further; cut me off the heads

Of all the favourites, that the abfent king
In deputation left behind him here,

When he v/as perfonal in the Irijh war.

Blu. I came not to hear this.

Hor. Then, to the point.

In Ihort time after, he depos'd the king

;

Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life

;

And, in the neck of that, tafk'd the whole ftate

:

To make that worfe, fufFer'd his kinsman March
(Who is, if every owner were well plac'd,

Indeed his king) to be encag'd in Walest

There without ranfom to lye forfeited :

Difgrac'd me in my happy viftories ;

Sought to entrap me by intelligence ;

Rated my uncle from the council-board

;

In rage difmiff'd my father from the court

;

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong

19 Blunt, Tut, I engag'd

Vol. V.
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And, in Conclusion, drove us to feek out

This head of fafety; and, withal, to pry

Into his title too, the which we find

Too indirefl for long continuance.

Blv, Shall I return this anfwer to the king?

Hor. Not fo, fir Walter\ we'll withdraw a while.

Go to the king ; and let there be impawn'd
Some furety for a fafe return again.

And in the morning early (hall my uncle

Bring him our purposes : and fo farewel.

Blu. I would, you would accept of grace and love.

Boi\ And, may be, fo we fhall.

Blu. Pray heaven, you do. \Exeunt»

SCENE IV, York. A Room in the Archhijhofs Palace,
' Enter the Archbifhop, and a Gentleman.

Arch. Hie, good fir Michael ; bear this =j= fealed brief.

With winged hafte, to the lord mareflial

;

This^ to my cousin Scroop ; and all the reft

To whom they are direfted : if you knew
How much they do import, you would make hafte.

Gen. 1 guefs their tenor.

Arch. Like enough, you do.

To-morrow, good fir Michaely is a day,

"Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men
Muft 'bide the touch: For, fir, at Shre-iMsbury,

As J am truly given to underftand.

The king, with mighty and quick-raised power.

Meets with \ordi Harry: and 1 fear, {u Michaely-'

What with the ficknefs of Northumberland^

(Whose power was in the firft proportion)

And what with O'wen Glendower's abfence thence.

Sir M» My good Lord I
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(Who with them was a rated finew too,

And comes not in, o'er-rul'd by prophefies)"^

1 fear, the power of Percy is too weak
To wage an inftant trial with the king.

Gen. Why, my good lord, 1 t|)m6, you need not fear;

There is t\)Z Douglas , and lord Mortimer

:

Jrc^. No,
Mortimer is not there.

Gen. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Harry Percy,

And there's my lord of Worcefier ; and a head
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.

j^rc/y. And fo there is : but yet the king hath drawn
The fpecial head of all the land together ;

—

'

The prince of Wales, lord ^c/^w of Lancajiery

The noble Wejimoreland^ and warlike

And many more corrivals, and dear men
Of eftimation and command in arms.

Gen. Doubt not, my lord, they fhall be well oppos'd*

Arch. I hope no lefs, yet needful 'tis to fear

;

And, to prevent the worft, fir Michael, fpeed

:

For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king
Difmifs his power, he means to visit us,—

^

For he hath heard of our confederacy,

—

And 'tis but wisdom to make ftrong againfl: him

;

Therefore, make hafte : I muft go write again

To other friends ; and fo farewel, fir Michael.

[ Exeunt, federally9

ACT V.

S CE N^E I. The King's Camp, near Shrewsbury.

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John c/'Lancafter,

9 Fernon, Lord Harry
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<f?/r Walter Blunt, Falst aff.

K. H. How bloodily tlie fun begins to peer

Above yon* bufey hill! the day looks pale

At his diftemp'rature.

Pri. The fouthern wind
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes

;

And, by his hollow whittling in the leaves.

Fore-tells a tempeft, and a bluft'ring day.

K. H. Then with the losers let it fympathize ;

For nothing can feem foul to those that win.__

Trumpet. £'-'?/£'r Worcester, «WVernon.
How now, my lord of Worcejier? 'tis not well.

That you and I fhould meet upon fuch terms

As now we meet: You have deceiv'd our trult;

And made us doff our easy robes of peace.

To crufh our old limbs in ungentle Heel :

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.

What fay you to't ? will you again unknit

This churlifh knot of all-abhorred war ?

And move in that obedient orb again.

Where you did give a fair and natural light ;

And be no more an exhal'd meteor,

A prodigy of fear, and a portent

Of broached mifchief to the unborn times ?

WoR. Hear me, my liege:

For mine own part, T could be well content

To entertain the lag-end of my life

With quiet hours; for, I do proteft,

1 have not fought the day of this diflike.

K. H. You have not fought it, Gr : How comes it thenf

Fal, Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it.
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Fri. Peace, chewet, peace.

WoR. It pleas'd your majefty, to turn your looks

Of favour, from myfelf, and all our houfe ;

And yet I mull remember you, my lord,

We were the firfl: and dearefl: of your friends.

For you, my ftafF of office did I break

In Richard's time ; and ported day and night

To meet you on the way. and kifs your hand.

When yet you were in place and in account

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I.

It was myfelf, my brother, and his fon,.

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare

The dangers of the time : You fwore to us,

—

And you did fx ear that oath at Doncafier^—

That you did nothing purpose 'gainft the ftate ;

Nor claim no further than your nevv-fall'n right.

The feat oi' Gaunt., dukedom of Lancafter:

To this we fwore our aid. But, in fhort fpace.

It rain'd down fortune fhow'ring on your head ;

And fuch a flood of greatnefs fell on you,

—

What with our help; what with the abfent king;

What with the injuries of a wanton time ;

The feeming fufferances that you had born

;

And the contranous winds, that held the king
So long in his unlucky Irijh wars.

That all in England did repute him dead,

—

As, from this (Warm of fair advantages.

You took occasion to be quickly woo'd
To gripe the general fway into your hand :

Forgot your oath, to us at Doncajier;

And, being fed by us, you us'd us fo

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bird,

*7 And from
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Useth tlie fparrow : did opprefs our nefl

;

Grew by our feeding to To great a bulk.

That even our love durft not come near your fight.

For fear of fwallowing; but with nimble wing
We were enforc'd, for fafety fake, to fly

Out of your figl:t, and raise this present head:
Whereby you ftand opposed by fuch means
As you yourfelf have forg'd againft yourfelf

;

By unkind usage, dang'rous countenance,

And violation of all faith and troth

Sworn to us in your younger enterprize.

K. H. These things, indeed, you have articulated,

Proclaim'd at market-croffes, read in churches;

To face the garment of rebellion

With feme fine colour, that may please the eye

Of fickle changelings, and poor difcontents,

Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news
Of hurly burly innovation :

And never yet did infurreclion want
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause;

Nor moody beggars, ftarving for a time

Of pell-mell havock and confusion.

Pvi. In both our armies, there is many a foul

Shall pay full dearly for this boIH encounter.

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew.

The prince of Wales doth join with all the world

In praise of Harry Percy: By my hopes,

—

This present enterprize fet off his head,

—

I do not think, a braver gentleman.

More adlive-valiant, or more valiant-young.

More daring, or more bold, is now alive.

To grace this latter age with noble deeds.

7 Whereby we fland
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For my part, I may fpeak it to my fiiame,

I have a truant been to chivalry

;

And fo, I hear, he doth account me too:

Yet this before my father's majefty,

—

T am content, that he lhali take the odds

Of his great name and ellimation;

And will, to fave the blood on either fide.

Try fortune with him in a fingle fight.

K. H. And, prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee.

Albeit, confiderations infinite

Do make againft it : No, good Worcejier, no.

We love our people well ; even those we love.

That are mif-led upon your cousin's part:

And, will they take the offer of our grace.

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his :

So tell your cousin, and tI)Cn bring me v/ord

What he will do :
— But if he will not yield.

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us.

And they fhall do their office. So, be gone;
We will not now be troubl'd with reply :

We offer fair, take it advisedly.

\_Exeunt Worcester, Vernon.
Vri. It will not be accepted, on my life:

The Douglas and the Hot-fpur both together

Are confident againft the world in arms.

K H. Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge ;

For, on their anfwer, will we fet on them :

And God befriend us, as our cause is juftl

[Exeunt }L\ng, Blunt, and P. John.
Hal, if thou fee me down in the battle, and bc-

ftride me, fo; 'tis a point of friendfhip,

S4
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Pti. Nothing but a cololTus can do thee that frlend-

Ihip. Say thy prayers, and farewel.

Fal. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well.

Pri. Why, thou ow'll: God a death [Exit,

Fal. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loth to pay him
before his day: What need I be fo forward with him
that calls not on me? Well, 'tis no matter ; Honour
pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour prick me ofF

when I come on r how then? Can honour fet to a leg ?

No, Or an arm No. Or take away the grief of a wound ?

No. Honour hath no Ikill in furgery then ? No. What
is honour? A ivord. What is that word, honour? Air.

A trim reck'ning ! Who hath it? He that dyd o'^ed-

^esJay. Doth he feel it? No. Doth he hear if No. Is it

infenfible then? Tea^ to the dead. But will it not live

with the living? No. Why? DetraSiion nuill net Juffer

it: therefore Til none of it: Honour is a meer fcu-

tcheon, and fo ends my catechism. [Exit,

SCENEU, Hot-fpur's C^w/.
£;//^r Worcester, Vernon.

JVoR. O no, my nephew muft not know, fir Richard^

The liberal kind offer of the king.

Ver. 'Twere beft, he did.

WoR. Then are we all undone.

It is not pofiible, it cannot be,

The king fhould keep his word in loving us;

He will fufpe(^ us ftill, and find a lime

To pi-nidi this offence in other faults:

Sufpicion, all our lives, fhall be ftuck full of eyes:

For treason is but trufled like the fox;

Who, ne'er fo tame, fo cherilli'd, and lock'd up.

10 Suppofition
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Will have a wild trick of his anceftors

:

Look how we can, or fad, or merrily.

Interpretation will mifquote our looks j

And we (hall feed like oxen at a ftali.

The better cheriili'd, flill the nearer death.

My nephew's trefpafs may be well forgot,

It hath the excufe of youth, and heat of blood ;

And an adopted name of priviledge,

—

A hare-brain'd Hot-Jpur, govern'd by a fpleen :

All his offences live upon my head,

And on his father's ; we did train him on;

And, his corruption being ta'en from us.

We, as the fpring of all, ihall pay for all.

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know.
In any cafe, the offer of the king.

V-£.R, Deliver what you will, I'll fay, 'tis fo.

Here comes your cousin.

Enter Hot-spur, «W Douglas ;

Officers attending.

Hot. My uncle is return'd ;„DeIiver up
My lord of IVelimoreland. ^\Jnc\Q, what news ?

I'VoR. The king will bid you battle presently.

Hor. Defy him by the lord Wejlmoreland :

^

Lord Doii-glas, Tio you go and tell him fo.

Dou. Marry, and iliail, and very willingly. \E:<it^

WoR. There is no feeming mercy in the king.

Hor. Did you beg any ? God forbid !

WoR. I told him gently of our grievances,

Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus,"""

By now forfwearing that he is forfworn :

He calls us, rebels, traitors ; and will fcourge

With haughty arms this hateful name in us.

55 V, Note^ H go you



Jirji Part of

Re-enter Douglas.
Dou, Arm^ gentlemen, to arms! for I have throiva

A brave defiance in king Henrft teeth,

A^A Wejlmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it ;

Which cansiot choose but bring hini quickly on.

Wqr. The prince of Wales llept forth before the kiBg,
And, nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight.

//oT. O, would the qaarrel lay upon our heads;

And that no man might draw fhort breath to-day,

Bat I, ana Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me.
How fhew'd his talking r feem'd it in contempt?

Vi^, No, by my foul ; I never in my life

Bid hear a challenge nrg'd more modeftly,

Unlsfs a brother fhould a brother dare

To gentle exercise and proof of arms.

He gave you all the duties of a man;
Trim'd up your praises with a princely tongue;
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle

;

Making yoo ever better than his praise.

By ftill difpraising praise, valo'd with yon :

jftnd, which became him like a prince indeed.

He made a blufhing cital of himfelf;

And chid his truant youth with fuch a grace,

As if he mafter'd there a double fpirit,

Of teaching, and of learning, inftantly.

There did he pause: But let me tell the world>=—

jf he out-live the envy of this day,

England did never owe fo fvveet a hope.

So much mifconftruM in his wantonnefs.

Hot. Cousin, I think, thou art enamoured
Upon his follies; never did I hear

Of any prince fo wild a libertine:—

31 On bis 3* a libsrtie
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But, be he as he will, yet once ere night

I will embrace him with a foldier's arm.

That he fliall (hrink under my courtefy

—

Arm, arm, with fpeed : And, fellows, foldiers, friends,

[turning to the Officers^

Better confider what you have to do,

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue.

Can lift your blood up by perfuasion.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. My lord.

Here are letters for you.

Hot. I cannot read them now.
O gentlemen, the time of life is fliort

;

To fpend that fhortnefs bafely, 'twere too long;

If life did ride upon a dial's point,'

Still ending at the arrival of an hour.

An if \VQ live, we live to tread on kings;

If die. Brave death, when princes die v/ith us!

Now, for our confciences,*— the arms are fair.

When the intent of bearing them is juft.

Enter another Meffenger.

2. M. My lord, prepare; the king comes on apace.

Hor. 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale,

For I profefs not talking; Only this~
Let each man do his bell : and here draw I

A"t"fword, whose temper I intend to ftain

With the beft blood that 1 can meet withal

In the adventure of this perilous day.

Now,~ Efperance !— Percy !— and fe t on ._
Sound all the lofty inftruments of war,

And by that musick let us all embrace:
For, heaven to earth, fome of us never fhall

14 bafely, were
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A fecond time do fuch a courtefy.

\FlQuriJh of Trumpet'sy &c. They emhrace, and Exeunt.

SCENE III. Plain hetnjoeen the CuTTtps.

jilarumsy as ofa Battlejoind. Excurjions^andPartiesfighting*
Enter Douglas, and B l u-n T , 77ieeting,

Blu. What is thy name, that in tl;e battle thus

Thou crofieil me P v/hat honour doft thou feek

Upon, my head ?

Dou. Know then, my nam.e is Douglas;

And i do haunt thee in the battle thus.

Because fome tell me that thou art a king.

Blu. They tell thee true.

DoUk The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought
Thy likenefs; for, inftead of thee, king Harrys

This fword hath ended him : fo lhall it thee,

Unlefs thou yield thee as my prisoner.

Blu. I was not born a yieider, thou proud Scot;

And thou fhait find a king, that will revenge

Lord Stafford''s death. [fg^fy ^x^/ Blunt isJlain.

Enter Hotspur.
Bar. O Douglas, hadfl: thou fought at Holmedon thus,

I never had triumph'd upon a. Scot.

Dou. All's done^ail's won; here breathlefs lies the king.

Hor. Where?
Dou. Here.

Hor. This, Douglas P no, T know this face full well

5

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt,

Semblably furnifh'd like the king himfelf.

Dou. A fool go with thy foul, where'er it goes !

[to the Bsdj^

A borrow'd title haft thou bought too dear.

30 Ah foole, -—— whether



King Henry IV.

Why didft thou tell me that thou wert a king ?

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coats.

Dou. Now by my fword, 1 will -kill all his coats ;

I'll murther all his wardrobe, piece by piece,

\ Until 1 meet the king.

Hot. Up, and away ;

Our foldiers (land full fairly for the day. [Exeunf.

Other Alarums. Enter Fals i- aff.

Fal. Though I could 'fcape fhot-fi ee at London, I fear

the Ihot here ; here's no fcoring, but upon the pate

—

Soft! who art thou? '$)\x Walter Blunt \ there's honour

for you : Here's no vanity I am as hot as molten lead,

and as heavy too: God keep lead out of me! I need no
more weight than mine own bowels. 1 have led my
ragamuffins where they are pepper'd: there's not three

of my hundred and fifty left alive; and they are for the

town's end, to beg during life. But who comes here?

Enter the Prince.

Tri. What, ftand'ft thou idle here? lend me thy

fword

:

Many a nobleman lies ftark and flifF

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies.

Whose deaths are unreveng'd: lend me thy fword,

Fal. OHah
I pr'ythee, give me leave to breath a while

Turk Gregory never did fuch deeds in arms.

As I have done this day

:

I have pay'd Percy, I have made him fure.

Pri. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee.

I pr'ythee noto, lend me thy fword.

Fal. Nay, H^/,

'Fore God, if Percy be alive, thou get'll not

Prethy lend 3 a Nay before God Hal,
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My fvvord; but take my piftol, if thou wilt.

Fri. Give it me : What, is't in the cafe ?

Fal. Ay, Hal\ \sff^^i^g ^'^^ ^^j^ him»

'Tis hot, 'tis hot; there's that vviil fack a city.

{^Prince opens ^ and dranjs out a Bottle ofSack.

Fri. What, is it a time to jeft and daily now?
[thronjos it at him^ and Exit,

Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. If he do come
in my way, fo : if he do not,— if I come in his willingly,

let him make a carbonado of me. I like not fuch grin-

ning honour as fir Walter hath : Give me life: which if

1 can lave, fo; if not, honour comes unlook'd for, and
there's an end. [£a-//.

SCENE IV. Jnother Part of it.

Alaru7ns. Excurfons. Enter tbeYJm^^ Prince of "WdXQS,,

Prince John, and Westmoreland.
K. H, Harry f withdraw thyfelf ; thou bleed'ft too

.much:
Lord yohn oiLancaJier, go you with him.

P.Jc. Not I, my lord, unlefs I did bleed t09.

Pri. I 1)0 befeech your Majelly, make up,

Lefb your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. H. I will do fo: My lord of IFeftmoreland,

Lead him to his tent.

Wes. Come, my lord, I will lead you to your tent.

Pri. Lead me, my lord? I do not need your help:

And heaven forbid, a {hallow fcratch (hould drive

The prince of IVales from fuch a field as this

;

Where ftain'd nobility lies trodden on,

And rebels' arms triumph in mafiacresi [^hwdy

F.Jo. We breath too long: Come, Q0\x^ixi Weftrnore-

«8 I prethee/Ziarry
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Our duty this way lies ; for God's fake, come.
[Exeimt F. John, and West,

Pri. By heaven, thou haft deceiv'd me, Lancajiarp

I did not think thee lord of fuch a fpirit:

Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John',

But now, I do refped thee as my foul.

K. H. r faw him hold lord Percy at the point,]

With luftier maintenance than 1 did look for

Of fuch an ungrown warrior.

Pri, O, this boy

Lends mettle to us all! [Exit,

Alarums. Enier Dovgl as.

Dou. Another king! they grow like Hydra's heads:

I am the Douglas^ fatal to all those

That wear those colours on them—What art thoa.

That counterfeit'ft the perfon of a king?

K. H, The king himfelf; who,Doug/as^ grieves at heart,

So many of his fhadows thou haft met.

And not the very king. I have two boys.

Seek Percy f and thyfelf, about the field

:

But, feeing thou fall'ft on me fo luckily,

I wi^U afTay thee; fo defend thyfelf.

Dou. I fear, thou art another counterfeit;

And yet, in faith, thou bear'ft thee like a king:

But mine, I am fure, thou art, whoe'er thou be.

And thus I win thee. yf^g^gif^g '^/'W,

Ti>e King being in Danger^ Enter the

Prince of Wales.

Pri, Hold up thy head, vile Scotj or thou art like

Never to hold it up again ! the fpirits

Of Shirley t Staffordy Blunt y are in my arms

:

It is the prince of fFalest that threatens thee

;

31 O! VA\hat Sberlj
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Who never promiseth, but he means to pay.«.

\fight ; and Douglas files.

Cheerly, my lord ; How fares your grace?—
Sir Nicholas Ga-ivfey hath for fuccour fent.

And fo hath CIftor, I'll to Clifton ftraight,

K. H. Stay, breath a while:—
Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion;

And fhew'd, thou mak'ft Tome tender of my life.

In this fair refcue thou haft brought to me.

Pri. G Godl they did me too much injury.

That ever faid, I hearkened to your death.

If it were fo, I might have let alone

The infulting hand of Douglas over you;

Which would have been as fpeedy in your end,

As all the pois'nous potions in the world,

And fav'd the treacherous labour of your fon.

K. H. Make up to Clifton, I'll to fir Nicholas Ganvfey,

[Exit King,

j^s the Prince is going out. Enter Hot-spur.
Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth,

Pri. Thou fpeak'ft as if I would deny my name.

Hot. My name is Harry Percy.

Pri. Then i fee

A very valiant rebel of that name.

I am the prince of PFales; and think not, Percy

^

To (hare with me in glory any more:

Two ftars keep not their motion in one fphere;

Nor can one Efigland brook a double reign,

Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales.

//or." Nor fhall it, Harry, for the hour is come
To end the one of us; And would to God,

Thv name in arms were now as great as mine!

6 Stay and breath *5 V/hy then
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Tri. ril make it greater, ere I part from thee;

And all the budding honours on thy creft

I'll crop, to make a garland for my head.

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. \.fig^^'

Enter Falstaff.
Fal, Well fkid, Hal! to it, Hal! Nay, you fliall find

no boy's play here, 1 can tell you.

-Enter Douglas, and makes at FalftafF;

luho reKelues a Blonv^ and falls donvn, making She<m

as he -were dead) and Exit Douglas. Hot-fpur recei'ves

a Wmnd., andfalls.
Hot. O, Harry, thou haft rob'd me of my youth;

I better brook the lofs of brittle life,

Than those proud titles thou haft won of me;
They wound my thoughts, worfe than thy fword myflefhr-ni

But thought's the flave of life, and life time's fool

;

And time, that takes furvey of all the world,

Muft have a flop. O, I could prophefy.

But that the earthy and cold hand of death

Lies on my tongue: —No, Percy, thou art duft.

And food for— [Jinks, and dies*

Pri. For worms, brave Percy : Fare thee well, great

heart ! _
Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou fhrunk!

When that this body did contain a fpirit,

A kingdom for it was too fmall a bound;
But now, two paces of the vileft earth

Is room enough;— This earth, that bears thee deadj

Bears not alive fo ftout a gentleman.

If thou wert fenfible of courtefy,

I Ihould not make fo dear a Ihew of zeal:"—

But let my favours
^f"

hide thy mangl'd face;

Vol. V. T
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And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myfelf

For doing these fair rites of tendernefs.

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven

!

Thy ignomy fleep with thee in the grave,

Be not remember'd in thy epitaph !

{^goingy andfees FalftafF.

What! old acquaintance! could not all this flefti

Keep in a little life I Poor Jack, farewel 1

I could have better fpar'd a better man.
O, 1 fliould have a heavy mifs of thee.

If I were much in love with vanity.

Death hath not ftruck fo fat a deer to-day,

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray '

Imbowel'd will I fee thee by and by

;

^Till then, in blood by noble Percy lye. \^Exit,

Fal. Imbowel'd! \rising up fo'vjly.'] if thou imbowel
me to-day, I'll give you leave to powder me, and eat

me too, to-morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit,

or that hot termagant Scot had pay'd me fcot and lot

too. Counterfeit? I lie, I am no counterfeit: To die, is

to be a counterfeit ; for he is but the counterfeit of a

man, who hath not the life of a man : but to counterfeit

dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no counter-

feit, but the true and perfeft image of life indeed. The
better part of valour is— difcretion ; in the which better

part, I have faved my life. 'Zounds, I am afraid of this

gun-powder Percjy though he be dead : How if he fhould

counterfeit too, and rise? I am afraid, he would prove

the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll make him fure

:

[ginjing him a Sta6.] yea, and I'll fwear I kill'd him;
Why may not he rise, as well as I ? Nothing confutes

me but eyes, and nobody fees me Therefore, firrah.

5 But not
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with a new wound in your thigh, come you along with

me. [takes Hot-fpur on his Back,

Re-enter the Prince, and Prince John.

Pri. Come, brother fuUbravely haft thou flefh'd

Thy maiden fword.

P.Jo. But, foftl who have we here ?

Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead ?

Pri. I did ; I faw him dead, brealhlefs and bleeding

Upon the ground

Art thou alive ? or is it fantafy,

That plays upon our eye-fight? I pr*ythee, fpeak;

We will not truft our eyes, without our ears :

—
Thou art not what thou feem'ft.

Fal . No, that's certain ; I am not a double man : but

if I am not Jack Faljiaff, then am I a Jack. There is

Percy, [throwing doijon his Load.'] if your father will do
me any honour, fo; if not, let him kill the next Percy

himfelf. I look to be either earl or duke, I can afTure you.

Pri. Why, Percy I kill'd myfelf, and faw thee dead.

Fal. Didft thou? Lord, Lord, how this world is

given to lying! I grant you, T was down, and out of
breath ; and fo was he : but we rose both at an inftant,

and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be

believ'd, fo; if not, let them, that fliould reward valour,

bear the fm upon their own heads. I'll take it upon my
death, I gave him this wound in the thigh : if the man
were alive, and would deny it, I would make him eat a

piece of my fword.

P.Jo. This is the ftrangeft tale that e'er I heard.

Pri. This is the ftrangeft fellow, hvoth^v John.

^

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back;
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace.

9 on the
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I'll gild it with the happiell terms I have.

\_Retreat founded.

The trumpet founds retreat, the day is ours:

Come, brother, let's to the higheft of the field,

To fee what friends are living, who are dead.

[Exeunt Princes.

FjL. I'll follow, as they fay, for reward. He that re-

wards me, God reward him ! If 1 do grow great, I'll grow
lefs; for I'll purge, and leave fack, and live cleanly as

a nobleman Ihould do. [Exit, bearing off the Body.

SCENE V. Another Part.

Flourif> of TrumpetSy &c. Enter the King,

Prince of W2i\es, Prince ]o\\ny Weilmoreland, andOthersy

^ith Worcester, Vernon, Prisoners.

K. H. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke

Ill-fpirited Worcejter ! did we not fend grace,

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you.^

And wouldft thou turn our offers contrary ?

Mifuse the tenor of thy kinsman's truft.^

Three knights upon our party flain to-day,

A noble earl, and many a creature elfe.

Had been alive this hour,

If, like a chriftian, thou hadll: truly born

Betwixt our armies true intelligence.

WoR. What 1 have done, my fafety urg'd me to;

And I embrace this fortune patiently.

Since not to be avoided it falls on me.

K.H. Bear Worcejler to the death, and Vernon too:

Other offenders we will pause upon
[£'.v^/^«/ Worcester, Vernon, ^K«rrt(fi/,

How goes the field ?
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Pri. The noble Scot, lord Doiqla5,-'\v\\en he faw

The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him.

The noble Percy flain, and all his men
Upon the foot of fear,— fled with the reft;

And, falling from a hill, he was fo bruis'd.

That the purfuers took him : At my tent

Tht Doifglas is; and I befeech your grace,

I may difpose of kim.

K. H. With all my heart.

Prz. Then, brother John LancaJIcr, to you
This honourable bounty (hall belong:

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him
Up to his pleasure, ranffomlefs, and free:

His valour, fhown upon our crelb to-day.

Hath taught us how to cherifti fuch high deeds.

Even in the bosom of our adverfaries.

P.Jo. I thank your grace for this high courtefy.

Which I fiiall give away immediately.

K- H. Then this remains,— that we divide our power:

You, fon John, and my cousin IVejiinoreland.
Towards York fiiall bend you, with your deareft fpecd.

To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop,

Who, ks we hear, are busily in arms;

Myfelf, and you, fon Harry, will towards Wales,

To fight with Glendonver, and the earl of March,

Rebellion in this land fhall lose his fvvay.

Meeting the check of fuch another day :

And fince this businefs is fo fairly done.

Let us not leave 'till all our own be won.
Flourijh.

,
Exeunt,
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King HEN RY the Fourth,

Acr I.

SCENE I. Warkworth. Before the Cape,
Enter the Goddejs Rumour, in a Garment

paintedfull of ToKgues.

Bum. Open your ears; For which of you will (lop

Tlie vent of hearing, when loud Rumour fpeaks ?

J, from the orient to the drooping weft.

Making the wind my poft-horfe, {till unfold

"I'he ads commenced on this bali of earth:

Upon my tongues continual flanders ride;

The which in every language 1 pronounce,

Stuffing the ears of m.en with fiilfe reports:

J fpeak of peace, while covert enmity.

Under the fmile of fafety, wounds the world :

And who but Rumour^ who but only 1,

Make fearful muftcrs, and prepar'd defence
;

Whillt the big year, fwoln with fome other grief,

]s thought with child by the ftern tyrant war.

And no fuch matter? Rumour is a pipe

Blown by furmises, jealoufies; conjedures

;
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And of To easy and fo plain a flop,

That the blunt monller with uncounted heads.

The ftill-dilcordant wavering multitude.

Can play upon it. But what need I thus

My well-known body to anatomize

Amo«g my houOiold ? Why is Rumour here?

I run before king Harry s vi£lory

;

Who, in a bloody field by Shrevjshury,

Hath beaten down young Hot-fpur, and his troops.

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion

i ven with the rebels' blood. But what mean I,

To fpeak of truth at firft ? my office is

To noise abroad— that Harry Monmouth fell

Under the wrath of noble Hot-fpur's fword ;

And that the king before the Douglas^ rage

vStoop'd his anointed head as low as death.

This have 1 rumour'd through the peasant town*

Between that royal field of Shrenvsbury

And this "{"worm-eaten hold of ragged ftone.

Where Hot-fpurs father, old Northumherlandy

Lies crafty-fick : the polls come tiring on.

And not a man of them brings other news

Than they have learn'd of me ; From Rumaurh tongne^

They bring fmooth comforts falfe,worfe than true wrongs.

[Exit,

SCENE 11. Ue/ame.
Porter before the Gate ; Enter Lord Bardolph.

Bar . Who keeps the gate here, ho?_«Where is the earl?

Par. What lhall I fay you are?

Bar. Tell thou the earl.

That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here.
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For. His lordlhip is vvalk'd forth into the orchard

;

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate.

And he himfelf will anfvver.

Enter Northumberland.
Bar. Here comes the earl.

Nor. What news, lord Bardolph ? every minute now
Should be the father of fome ftratagem :

The times are wild; contention, like a horfe

Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loofe.

And bears down all before him.

Bar. Noble earl,

I bring you certain news from Shrcnvsbury.

Nor, Good, an heaven will.

Bar. As good as heart can wifh :

—
The-king is almofl: wounded to the death ;

And, in the fortune of my lord your Ion,

Vi'mct Harry (lain outright; and both the Blunts

Kill'd by the hand of Douglas: young prince ^0/6;?,

And Wejlmoreland, and Staffordy fled the field

;

And Harry Monmoutljs brawn, the hulk fir Johny
Is prisoner to your fon : O, fuch a day,

So fought, fo follovv'd, and fo fairly won.
Came not, 'till now, to dignify the times.

Since desarh fortunes!

Nor. How is this derived?

Saw you the field ? came you from Shreavshury?

Bar . I fpake with one, my lord, that came from thencej

A gentleman well bred, and of good name.
That freely render*d me these news for true.

Enter Travers, at a Dijiance.

Nor. Here comes my fervant Travers, whom I fcn£

On tuesday laft to liflen after news.
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Bas.. My lord, I over-rode him on the way 5

And he is furnifh'd with no certainties.

More than he haply may retail from me.
NoK. Now,-7> .s>o'<?rj,what good tidings come with yoar

Tra. My lord, {wjohn Umfre'vile turn'd me hack.

With joyful tidings ; and, being better horf'd.

Out-rode me. After him, came, fpurring hard,

A gentleman almofl: fore-fpent with fpeed,

l"hat ftog^'d by me So breath his bloody 'd horfe:

He afk'd the way to Chfjier, and. of him
I did deiTiand, what news from Shre^jsbury,

He told me, that rebellion bad bad luck.

And that young Harry Percy ^ fpur was cold:

V/ith that, he gave his able horfe the head.

And, bending forward, ftrook his armed heels

Againfl the panting fides of his poor jade

Up to the rowel head; and, Parting fo.

He f<:,em'd in running to devour the way.
Staying no longer queftion.

A'o/?. Hal again

r

Said he, young Harrj Percy\ fpur was cold I

Of Hot-fpury coid-fpur ? that rebellion

Had met ill luck.^

Bar, My lord, Til tell you what;—
If my young lord your fon have not the day.

Upon mine honour, for a filken point

I'll give my barony : never talk of it.

Nor. Why fhould the gentleman, that rode by rr^'z/^'.':/.

Give then fuch inllances oflofs?

Bar. Who, he?

He was fome hilding fellow, that had ftoln

The horfe he rode on ; andj upon my life.
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Spoke at adventure. Look, here comes more ne\vs.

Enter Morton.
Nor, Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf.

Fore- tells the nature of a tragick volume :

So looks the ftrond, whereon the imperious flood

Hath left a witnefT'd usurpation.™

Say, Mortoriy didfl thou come from Shreivshury P

MoK. I ran from Shrc'Tvsbury, my noble lord;

Where hateful death put on his uglieil mafk.

To fright our party.

No?.. How doth my fon, and brother ?

Thou trembrff", and the whitenefs in thy cheek

Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.

Even fuch a man, fo faint, fo fpiritlefs,

So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe begone,

T)tew Fria?ns curtain in the dead of night.

And would have told him, half his Troy was barnM:
But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue ;

And I my Percy^s death, ere thou report'ft it.

This thou would'ft fay; — Your fon did thus, and thi

Your brother, thus ; fo fought the noble Douglas ;

Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds

;

But in the end, to ilop mine ear indeed.

Thou hail a figh to blow away this praise.

Ending with— brother, fon, and all are dead.

MoR. Douglas is living, and your brother yet:

But, for my lord your fon,

—

Nor. Why, he is dead.

See, what a ready tongue fufpicion hath

!

He, that but fears the thing he would not know,
Hath, by inftindl, knowledge from others' eyes.

That what he fear'd is chanced. Yet fpeak, Morion ;
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Tell thou thy earl, his divination lies

;

And I will take it as a fweet difgrace,

And make thee rich for doing me fuch wrong.
MoR. You are too great to be by me gainfaid:

Your fpirit is too true, your fears too certain.

Nor. Yet, for all this, fay not that Percy's dead.

I fee a ftrange confeffion in thine eye:

Thou fhak'ft thy head ; and hold'H it fear, or fin.

To fpeak a truth. If he be flain, fay fo

:

The tongue offends not, that reports his death:

And he doth fin, that doth bely the dead j

Not he, which fays the dead is not alive.

Yet the firft bringer of unwelcome news
Hath but a losing office ; and his tongue
Sounds ever after as a fullen bell,

Kemember'd knoUing a departing friend.

Bar. I cannot think, my lord, your fon is dead.

MoR. I am forry, I fliould force you to believe

That, which I would to heaven 1 had not feen:

But these mine eyes faw him in bloody flate,

Rend'ring faint quittance, weary'd and out-breath'd,

To Harry Monmouth ; whose fwift wrath beat down
The never-daunted Percy to the earth.

From whence with life he never more fprung up,

]n few, his death, (whose fpirit lent a fire

Even to the dulleft peasant in his camp)
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
From the beft temper'd courage in his troops:

For from his metal v/as his party flcel'd

;

Which once in him rebated, all the reft

Turn'd on thcmfelves, like dull and heavy lead.

And as the thing that's heavy in itfelf.

30 alatfd
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Upon enforcement, flies with greatell fpeed;

So did our men, heavy in Hct-Jpur\ lofs,

Lend to this weight fuch Hghtnefs with their fear,

That arrows fled not fwifter toward their aim.

Than did our foldiers, aiming at their fafety,

Fly from the field: Then was the noble Worcejler

Too foon ta'en prisoner: and that furious

The bloody Douglas, whose well- labouring fword

Had three timijs flain the appearance of the king,

'Gan vail his flomack, and did grace the fliame

Of those that turn'd their backs ; and, in his flight.

Stumbling in fear, was took. The fum of all

Is,— that the king hath won; and hath fent out

A fpeedy power, to encounter you, my lord.

Under the condud of young LancaJieVy

And Wejimoreland: this is the news at full.

l<!oR. For this I fliall have time enough to mourn.
In poison there is physick; and these news,

Having been well, that would have made me fick,

Being fick, have in fome measure made me well

:

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints.

Like fl:rengthlefs hinges, buckle under life.

Impatient of his flt, breaks like a fire

Out of his keeper's arms ; even fo my limbs,

Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief.

Are thrice themfelves : hence therefore, thou nice crutch;

Sjhronvhig itfrom him.

A fcaly gauntlet now, with joints of fteel,

Muft glove this hand : and hence, thou flckly quoifj

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head,

Which princes, flufli'd with conquefl:, aim to hit.

Now bind my brows with iron; And approach

<> that noble Ji flefh e
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The rugged'fl hour that time and fpite dare brings

To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland

!

Let heaven kifs earth ! Now let not nature's hand
Keep the wild flood confin'd ! let order die !

And let the world no longer be a ftage,

To feed contention in a ling'ring acl

;

But let one fpirit of the firft-born Cain

Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being fet

On bloody courfes, the rude fcene may end,

And darknefs be the burier of the dead!

TrjI, This ftrained paffion doth you wrong, my lord.

Bar. Sweetearljdivorcenotwisdom fromyourhonouf*
MoR. The lives of all your loving complices

Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o'er

To ftormy paflion, muft perforce decay.

You call the event of war, my noble lord,

And fum'd the account of chance, before you faid,—

'

Let us make head : it was your prefurmise,

That, in the dole of blows your fon might drop:

You knew, he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge

More likely to fall in, than to get o'er :

You were advis'd, his flefh vv^as capable

Of wounds, and fears ; and that his forward fpirit

Would lift him where moft trade of danger rang'd

;

Yet did you fay,— Go forth; and none of this.

Though ftrongly appprehended, could reftrain

The ftiff-born aftion : What hath then befall'n.

Or v/hat hath this bold enterprize brought forth.

More than that being which was like to be ?

Bar. We all, that are engaged to this lofs.

Knew that we ventur'd on fuch dang'rous feas.

That, if we wrought out life, 'twas ten to one

;

I ragged'ft n t/ffj/r. This
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And yet we ventur'd, for the gain proposed

Choak'd the refpeft of likely peril fear'd ;

And, fince we are o'er-fet, venture again.

Come, we will all put forth ; body, and goods.

MoR. 'Tis more than time : And, my moft noble lord,

I hear for certain, and do fpeak the truth,

—

The gentle archbifhop of Tork is up,

With well-appointed powers ; he is a man,
Who with a double furety binds his followers.

My lord your fon had only but the corps.

But fhadows, and the fhews of men, to fight

:

For that fame word, rebellion, did divide

The aflion of their bodies from their fouls
;

And they did fight with queasinefs, conftrain'd.

As men drink potions; that their weapons only

Seem'd on our fide, but, for their fpirits and fouls.

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up.

As fifli are in a pond: But now the bifhop

Turns infurredlion to religion

:

Suppos'd fincere and holy in his thoughts,

He's follow'd both with body and with mind

;

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood

Of fair king Richard^ fcrapM from Pomfret ftones :

Derives from heaven his quarrel, and his cause;

Tells them, he doth beftride a bleeding land,

Gafping for life under gYt2it Bolingbroke ;

And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him.
Nor. I knew of this before ; but, to fpeak truth.

This present grief had wip'd it from my mind.
Go in with me; and counfgl every man
The apteft way for fafety, and revenge

:

Get ports, and letters, and make friends with fpeed;

I V, Nete^

Vol. V.
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Never fo few, and never yet mere need.

SCENE III. London. S/reet before the Court.

Enter Sir John Fa i, staff; a Page "joith him,

bearing his S-ivord and Buckler.

FjL. Sirrah, you giant, what fays the dodor to my
water ?

Pag. He faid, fir, the water itfelf was a good healthy

water: but, for the party that ow'd it, he might have
more diseases than he knew cure for.

Fjl. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at me:
The brain of this foolifh-compounded clay, man, is not

able to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more
than I invent, or is invented on me : I am not only

witty in myfelf, but the cause that wit is in other

men 1 do here walk before thee, like a fow, that hath

overwhelm'd all her litter but one. If the prince put

thee into my fervice for any other reason than to fet me
off, why then I have no judgment. Thou vvhorfon

mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap, than

to wait at my heels. I was never man'd with an agat

'till now : but I will fet you neither in gold nor filver,

but in vile apparell, and fend you back again to your

mailer for a jewel; the juvenal, the prince your mafter,

whose chin is not yet fledg'd— I will fooner have a beard

grow in the palm of my hand, than he fhall get one on
his cheek; yet he will not flick to fay, his face is a face

royal. Heaven may finilh it when he will, it is not a hair

amifs yet: he may keep it ftill at a face-royal, for a

barber lhall never earn fixpence out of it; and yet he

will be crowing, as if he had writ man ever fince his

father was a batchelor. He may keep his own grace.
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but he is almofl out of mine, I can aflure him What
faid Mr. Dombledon, about the fatten for my ihort cloak,

and flops ?

Pag. He faid, fir, you fhould procure him better af*

ranee than Bardolph: he would not take his bond, and
yours ; he lik'd not the fecurity.

Fal, Let him be damn'd like the glutton! may his

tongue be hotter A whorfon Achitophel! a rafcally

yea-forfooth knave! to bear a gentleman in hand, and
then Hand upon fecurity ! The whorfon fmooth-pates do
now wear nothing but high (hoes, and bunches of keys
at their girdles ; and if a man is through with them ia

honeft taking up, then they muft ftand upon—fecurity:

I had as lief they would put rat's-bane in my mouth, as

offer to flop it with fecurity. 1 look'd he lliould have
fent me two and twenty yards of fatten, as I am true

knight, and he fends me fecurity. Well, he may fleep in

fecurity ; for he hath the horn of abundance, and the

lightnefs of his wife fhines through it : and yet cannot

he fee, though he have his own lanthorn to light him—
Where's Bardolph?

Pag. He's gone into Smithfeld to buy your worfhip

a horfe.

Fjl. I bought him in Paul's, and he'll buy me a
horfe in Smithfeld: if I could get me a wife in the flews,

I were man'd, horf'd, and wiv'd.

Enter the Lord Chief Juftice, his Gentleman
following.

Pag. Sir, here comes the nobleman that committed
the prince for flriking him about Bardolph,

Fal . Wait clofe, I will not fee him. [going,

Ch.J, What's he that goes there ?

U 2 •
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Gen. Faljlaffy an't please your lordfnip.

Ch.y. He that was in queftion for the robbery ?

Gen. He, my lord: but he hath fince done good
fervice at Shre=wshury ; and, as I hear, is now going with

fome charge to the lord John of Lancajler.

Ch.J. What, to Tcrkt Call him back again.

Gen. Sir John FaljJaff!

Fal. Boy, tell him, 1 am deaf.

Pag. You muft fpeak louder, my mafter is deaf.

Ch J. I am fure, he is, to the hearing of any thing

good Go, pluck him by the elbow; I mull fpeak

with him.

Gen. Sir John^
—

Fal. What! a young knave, and beg! Is there not

wars? is there not employment? Doth not the king lack

fubjefts ? do not the rebels want foldiers? Though it be

a fhame to be on any fide but one, it is worfe fhame to

beg than to be on the worfl: fide, were it worfe than the

name of rebellion can tell how to make it.

Gen. You mi Hake me, fir.

Fal. Why, fir, did I fay you were an honeft man? ^

fetting my knighthood and my foldierfliip afide, 1 had

ly'd in my throat if I had faid fo.

Gen. I pray you, fir, then fet your knighthood and

your foldierfhip afide ; and give me leave to tell you,

you to lie in your throat, ifyou fay I am any other than

an honeft man.

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me fo! I lay afide that

which grows to me ! If thou get'ft any leave of me,

hang me; if thou tak'll leave, thou wert better be

hang'd: You hunt-counter, hence! avant

!

Gen. Sir, my lord would fpeak with you.
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Ch.J .Sir John Faljlaff, a. word with you.

F^L . My good lord !

—

J give your lord fliip good time

of day. I am glad to Tee your lordlhip abroad • I heard

fay, your lordihip was fick : I hope, your lordlhip goes

abroad by advice. Your lordHiip (though not clean pall

your youth) hath yet fome fmack of age in you, fome
relifh of the faltn^fs of time ; and I moft humbly be-

feech your lordiliip, to have a reverend care of your

health.

Ch.%^\xJohn, I fent for you before your expedition

to Shrewsbury,

Fal. An't please your lordihip, I hear, his majefty

is return'd with fome difcomfort from Wales.

Ch.J. I talk not of his majefty You would not come
when 1 fent for you.

Fal. And f hear moreover, his highnefs is fall'n in-

to this fame whorfon apoplexy.

Ch.J. Well, heaven mend him ! I pray, let me fpeak

with you.

Fjl. This apoplexy is (as I take it) a kind of leth-

argy, an't please your lordfhip; a kind of fleeping in

the blood, a whorfon tingling.

Ch.J. What tell you me of it? be it as it is.

Fal. It hath it's original from much grief; from
ftudy, and perturbation of the brain : 1 have read the

cause of his effefts in Galen; it is a kind of deafnefs.

Ch.J. [ think, you are fall'n into the disease ; for you
hear not what 1 fay to you.

Fal, Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an't

please you, it is the disease of not lift'ning, the malady
of not marking, that I am troubl'd withal.

Ck.J. To punifn you by the heels, would amend the

U,.3
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inattention of your ears ; and I care not, if I do become
your physician.

Fal. I am as poor as Joh^ my lord; but not fo pa-^

tient: your lorddiip may minifter the potion of impris-

onment to me, in refpedl of poverty ; but how I ihould

be your patient to follow your prefcriptions, the wise

may make fome dram of a fcruple, or, indeed, a fcruple

itfelf.

Ch.J. I fent for you, when there were matters againfl

you for your life, to come fpeak with me.

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned counfel in

the laws of this land-fervice, I did not come.

Ch.J. Well, the truth is, fir John, you live in great

infamy.

Fal. He thatbuckleshim in my beIt,cannotlive in lefs.

Ch.J. Your means are very (lender, and yourvvaile great.

Fal. I would it were otherwise; I would my means

were greater, and my wafte flenderer.

Ch-J. You have mif led the youthful prince.

Fal. The youthful prince hath mif-led me: I am
the fellow with the great belly, and he my dog.

C/^.y. Well, 1 am loth to gall a new-heal'd wound

;

your day's fervice at Shrenvshury hath a little gilded over

your night's exploit on Gads-hill: you may thank the

unquiet time for your quiet o'er-pofting that adion.

Fal. My lord?

Ch.J,'^MX fmce all is well, keep it fo: v^ake not a

fleeping wolf
Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to fmell a fox.

C/^.y. What! you are as a candle, the better part

|)urnt out.

Tal, a wa/lail candle, my lord ; all tallow; if I did

2 0 yong prince
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fay of wax, my growth would approve the truth.

C/^.y. There is not a white hair on your face, but

ihouM have his efFeft of gravity.

Fal. His effe£l of gravy, gravy, gravy.

Ch.J. You follow the young prince up and down, like

his ill angel.

FyiL. Not fo, my lord ; your ill angel is light; but,

I hope, he that looks upon me, will take m.e without

weighing: and yet, in feme refpedls, I grant, I cannot

go. I cannot tell: Virtue is of fo little regard in these

cofter-monger times, that true valour is turn'd bear-

herd : Pregnancy is made a tapfler, and hath his quick

wit walled in giving reckonings: all the other gifts ap-

pertinent to man, as the malice of this age lhapes them,

are not worth a goose-berry. You, that are old, confider

not the capacities of us that are young ; you measure

the heat of our livers with the bitternefs of your galls

:

and we that are in the vaward of our youth, I mull

con fefs, are wags too.

Ch.J. Do you fet down your name in the fcrowl of
youth, that are written down old with all the charadters

of age.? Have you not a moiil eye, a dry hand? a yel-

low cheek, a white beard } a decreafing leg, an en-

cteafmg belly? Is not your voice broken? your wind
Ihort? your chin double? your wit fmgle? and every

part about you blafted with antiquity? and will you yet

call yourfelf young? Fie, fie, fie, {\xJohn!
Fal. My lord, I was born about three of the clock

in the afternoon, with a white head, and fomething a

round belly: for my voice,— I have loft it with hallow-

ing, and finging of anthems. To approve my youth
further, I will not: the truth is, 1 am only old in judg-

J I collar- mongers
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nientand undei {landing ; and he that will caper with me
for a thousand nrsarks, let him lend me the money, and
have at him. For the box of the ear that the prince gave
you,— he gave it like a rude prince, and you took it

like a fenfible lord. I have check'd him for it, and the

young lion repents: marry, not in afhes, and fack- cloth

;

but in new filk, and old fack.

Ch.J. Well, heaven fend the prince a better com-
panion !

FuiL. Heaven fend the companion a better prince! I

cannot rid my hands of him.

Ch.y. Well, the king hath fever'd you and prince

Harry: I hear, you are going with lord John of Lan-

cajler, againft the archbilliop, and the earl of Northum-

berland.

F^L. Yea ; I thank your pretty fvveet wit for it. But
look you pray, all you that kifs my lady peace at hoii.e,

that our armies join not in a hot day; for, by the

Lord, I take but two fhirts out v.'ith me, and L mean
not to fweat extraordinarily: if it be a hot day, an I

brandilh any thing but my bottle, I would 1 might
never fpit white again. There is not a dangerous aftion

can peep out his head, but I am thrufl upon it: Well, [

cannot laft ever. [But it was always yet the trick of our

EngUJh nation, if they have a good thing, to make it too

common. If you will needs fay, I am an old man, you
fhould give me reft. 1 would to God, my name were

not fo terrible to the enemy as it is I were better to be

eaten to death with a ruft. than to be fcour'd to nothing

with perpetual motion.]

Ch.J, Well, be honeil, be honefti And God blefsyour

expedition!
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Fjl. Will yonr lordfhip lend me a thousand pound,
to furnifh me forth ?

Ch.J. Not a penny, not a penny
; you are too impa-

tient to bear crofTes. Fare you well : Commend me to

my cousin Wejlmoreland. \Exeunt Ch, Juft. and Gent,

Fal, If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle. A
man can no more feparate age and covetoufnefs, than

he can part young limbs and letchery: but the gout

galls the one, and the pox pinches the other ; and fo

both the degrees prevent my curfes Boy!

Pag, Sir/

Fal, What money is in my purfe ?

Pag. Seven groats and two-pence.

Fal, I can get no remedy againft this confumption

of the purfe: borrowing only lingers and lingers it out,

but the disease is incurable—Go bear this letter to

my lord of Lancajier ; this ^ to the prince ; this =j= to the

earl of Wejimoreland \ and this to old miftrefs Urfula,

whom [ have weekly fworn to marry fince I perceiv'd

the firfl: white hair on my chin: About it; you know
where to find me. \Exit Page.] A pox of this gout! or

a gout of this pox ! for the one, or the other, plays the

rogue with my great toe. 'Tis no matter, if I do halt

;

I have the v/ars for my colour, and my penfion fhall

feem the more reasonable : A good wit will make ufe of

any thing ; I will turn diseases to commodity. \_Exit,

SCENE IV. York. J Room in the Archbifmfs Palace.

Enter the Archhljhop o/'York; Thomas Mowbr ay. Earl
Marjhal ; the Lords Hastings, and Bardolph.
Arch. Thus have you heard our cause, and know our

And, my moll noble friends, 1 pray you all, [means

;
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Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes

And firit, lord marlhal, what fay you to it ?

Moiv, I well allow the occasion of our arms

;

But gladly would be better fatiffy'd,

How, in our means, we fnould advance ourfelves

To look with forehead bold and big enough
Upon the power and puifiance of the king.

H^s. Our present mullers grow upon the file

To five and twenty thousand men of choice

;

And our fupplies live largely in the hope
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns

With an incenfed fire of injuries.

Bar. Thequeftion then, lord //i3/?2W/,ftandeth thus;—
Whether our present five and twenty thousand

May hold up head \y\x.'vio\xt Northumberland,

Has. With him, we may.

Bar. Ay, marry, there's the point;

But if without him we be thought too feeble.

My judgment is, we iliould not Ilep too far

'Iili we had his aHifcance by the hand:

For, in a theme fo bloody-fac'd as this,

Copjeclure, expedation, and furmise

Of aids uncertain, fhould not be admitted.

^rch. 'Tis very true, lord Bardolph ; for, indee4.

It was young Hot-fpurs cafe at Shre^'bury.

Bar. It was, my lord ; who lin'd himfelf with hope.

Eating the air on promise of fupply.

Flattering himfelf with projed of a power

Much fmaller than the fmallcft of his thoughts :

And fo, with great imagination,

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death.

And, winking, leap'd into dellrudion.
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Hjs. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt.

To lay down likelihoods, and forms of hope.

Bar. Yes, if the present quality of war
Impede the present adlion. A cause on foot

Lives fo in hope, as in an early fpring

We fee the appearing buds ; which, to prove fruit,

Hope gives not fo much warrant, as defpair,

That frofts will bite them. When we mean to build.

We firll furvey the plot, then draw the model

;

And when we fee the figure of the houfe.

Then muft we rate the coH of the eredlion :

Which if we find outweighs ability,

What do we then, but draw anew the model
In fewer offices ; or, at laft, desifl:

To build at all ? Much more, in this great work,
(Which is, almoft, to pluck a kingdom down,
And fet another up) (hould we furvey

The plot of fituation, and the model

;

Confent upon a fure foundation ;

Queftion furveyors ; know our own eilate,"^

How able fuch a work to undergo.

How weigh againft his opposite ; or elfe,

We fortify in paper, and in figures.

Using the names of men inilead of men :

Like one, that drav/s the model of a houfe

Beyond his power to build it; who, half through,

Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created coil

A naked fubjeft to the weeping clouds.

And wafte for churlifh winter's tyranny.

Has. Grant, that our hopes (yet likely of fair birth)

Should be llill-born, and that we now posseiT'd

The very utmofl; man of expedation ;

3 this pref- 4 Indeed the inftant H leaft ii To we'gh
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I think, we are a body ftrong enough,
Even as we are, to equal with the king. [sand

Bar. What! is the king but five and twenty thou

Has. To us, no more ; nay, not fo much, lord Bar
dolph.

For his divisions, as the limes do brawl,

Are in three heads: one power againft the French,

And one againft Glendo-uoer ; perforce, a third

Muft take up us : So is the unfirm king
In three divided ; and his cofFers found

With hollow poverty and emptinefs. [ther

Arch. That he fliould draw his feveral ftrengths toge

And come againft us in full puifiance.

Need not be dreaded.

Ha^. If he Ihould do fo,

"^0 French, and Welp, he leaves his back unarmM,
Tiiey baying him at the heels : never fear that.

Bar. Vv'ho, is it like, fhould lead his forces hither?

Has. The duke of Lancajier, and WeftmoreluTid :

Againft tlie fVelJhy himfelf, and Harry Monmouth :

But who is fubftituted 'gainft the French,

J have no certain notice.

Arch. Let us on ;

And publilh the occasion of our arms.

The commonwealth is fick of her own choice.

Her over-greedy love hath furfeited ;

—
An habitation giddy and unfure

Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart.

O thou fond many, with what loud applause

Didft thou beat heaven with blelTing Bol:ngbro-hy

Before he was what thou vvould'ft have him be ?

And being now trim'd up in thine own desires.

*S cf their ''^^ Their
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Thou, beaftly feeder, art fo full of him.

That thou provok'ft thyfelf to call: him up.

So, fo, thou common dog, didft thou difgorge

Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard;

And now thou would'ft eat thy dead vomit up,

And howl'ft to find it. What trufi: is in these times ?

They that, when Richard liv'd, would have him die.

Are now bcccyne enamour'd on his grave :

Thou, that threw'ft duft upon his goodly head.

When through proud London he came fighing on
After the admired heels of Bolinghroke^

Cry'lt now, O earthy yield us that king again^

And take thou this! O thoughts of men accurft !

Paft, and to come, feem bell ; things present, worft.

ik/o«^. Shall we go draw our numbers, and fet on ?

Ha^. We are time's fubjedls, and time bids—be gone.

\Exeunt,

ACT II.

SCENE I. London. A Street.

Enter the Hollefs ; Ph ang, and his Boy^ <voith

her ; and Snare follouuing.

Hof, Mr. Phang, have you enter'd the aftion ?

Pha. It is enter'd.

Hof. Where's your yeoman ? Is it a lufty yeoman ?

will 'a Hand to't ?

Pha. Sirrah, where's Snare? the Boy,

Hof, Ay, ay, good ! Mr. Snare.

StfA. Here, here.

PuA. Snare, we muft arreft lir j^ohn Talflaf,

»4 fscmcs
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Hof. Ay, good Mr. Snare; I have enter'd himland alL

Sna* It may chance coil fome of us our lives, for he
will ilab.

Ho/. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he ftab'd me
in mine own houfe, and that moil beaflly : he cares not

what mifchief he doth, if his weapon be out: he will

foin like any devil; he will fpare neither man, woman,
nor child.

Pha. If! can close with him, I care not for his thruft.

Hof. No, nor 1 neither; I'll be at your elbow.

PHji. An I but fill him once; an he come but within

my vice;
—

Hcf, I am undone by his going; I warrant you, he's

an infinitive thing upon my fcore:_Good yir. Pbang,

hold him fure; good Mr. SnarCy let him not fcape.

Ke comes continuantly to Fye-corJiery (faving your man-
hoods) to buy a faddie; and he's indited to dinner to

the lubber's head m Lumhert-Jireet, to Mr. Smooth's the

filk-mnn: 1 pray ye, fince my adion is .enter'd, and my
cafp fo openly known to the world, let him be brought

in to his anfwer. A hundred mark is a lon^ one, for a

poor lone woman to bear: and [ have born, and born,

and born ; and have been fub'd off, and fub'd off, from

this day to that day, that it is a fliame to be thought

cn. 7'here is no honefty in fuch dealing; unlefs a wo-

man fhould be made an afs, and a beaft, to bear every

knave's wrong

—

Enter John Falst.aff, Page, ^7;:-./ Bardolph.

Yonder he comes; and that arrant malmsey-nose knave,

Bardolph. w-ith him Do your oflices, do your offices,

Mr. Phang, and Mr. Sf2are; do me, do me, do me your

offices. [OfHcers, and Hoflefs^ f^iake up to him.

»9 exion
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Fal. How now r who's mare's dead ? what's the mat-

ter ?

Pha. S'uJohnA ^rrt?i yovi at theruitofmiflrefs^^/V/'^;.

Fal, Away, vaiIcts!_Dravv, Bardolph: cut me off the

villain's head ; throw the quean in the licnneL

S^drww, ajid a Scuffle e-nfueu

Hof. Throw me in the kennel? I'll throw thee there.

Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baftardly rogue: Murder!
murder! O thou hony-fuckle villain! wilt thou kill

God's officers, and the king's? O thou hony-feed roguel

thou art a hony-feed; a man-queller, and a woman-queller.

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph.

Pha. a refcue ! a refcue

!

Hof. Good people, bring a refcue Thou wo't, wo't

thou? thou wo't, wo't thou? do, do, thou rogue; do,

thou hemp-feed.

Pag. Away, you fcullipn ! you rampalllan ! you fuftill-

arian ! I'll tickle your catallrophe. \tryingto take her off.

Enter the Chief J u ft ice, attended.

C/^'.y, What is the matter? keep the peace here, ho!

\Scuffle ceafes.

Hof. Good my lord, be good to me! I befeech you,

ftand to me

!

Ch.J, How now, firJohn? sN\i2iX, are you brawling here?

Doth this become your place, your time, and businefs?

You fliould have been well on your way to

Stand from him, fellow; Wherefore hang'il thou on him?

Hof O my moft worfliipful lord, an't please your

grace, I am a poor widow of Eafl-cheap^ and he is

arrefted at my fuit.

C^^.y.For what fum?

Hof It is more than for fome, my lord ; it is for all,
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all I have: he hath eaten me out of houfe and home;
he hath put all my fubllance into that fat belly df

hisr^but L will have fome of it out again, or 1 will

ride thee o'nights, like the mare.

Fal. \ think, I am as like to ride the mare, if I have

any vantage of ground to get up.

Ch.J. How comes this, {nJohnP Fie! what man of

good temper would endure this temped of exclamation i*

Are you not afliam'd, to enforce a poor widow to fo

lOugh a courfe to come by her own?
Fal. What is the grofs fum that I owe thee ?

Hof. Marry, if thou wert an honeft man, thyfelf,

and the money too. Thou didll fwear to me upon a

parcel-gilt goblet, fitting in my dolphin-chamber, at

the round table, by a fea-coal fire, on Wednesday in

Whitfon-week, when the prince broke thy head for

liking his father to a finging-man of WinJfor\ thou

didft fwear to me then, as I was wafliing thy wound, to

marry me, and make me my lady thy wife. Canfl thou

deny it.? Did not goodwife Keech, the butcher's wife,

come in then, and call me golTip Quickly? coming in to

borrow a mefs of vinegar; telling us, (he had a good
difh of prawns; whereby thou didil desire to eat fome;

whereby 1 told thee, they were ill for a green wound ?

And didlt thou not, when fhe was gone down ftairs^

desire me to be no more fo familiarity with fuch poor

people; faying, that ere long they fliould call me madam?
And didil thou not kifs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty

fliillings ? I put thee now to thy book-oath; deny it, if

thou canft.

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad foul ; and Ihe fays,

up and down the town, that her eldeil fon is like you;
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jfhe hath been in good cafe, and, the truth is, poverty

bath diftrafted her : But for these foolifh officers,

befeech you, [ may have redrefs againft them.

Ch.J.Su John, {wjohn^ I am well acquainted with

your manner of wrenching the true cause the falfe way:
It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of words that

come with fuch more than impudent faucinefs from,

you, can thruft me from a level confideration ; [ know,
you have praftif'd upon the easy-yielding fpirit of this

woman.
Bof. Yes, in troth, my lord.

I Ch.J. Pr'ythee, peace: Pay her the debt you owe
her, and unpay the villany you have done her; the one
you may do with fterling money, and the other with
current repentance.

Fal . My lord, I will not undergo this fneap without
reply. You call honourable boldnefs, impudent faucinefs :

if a man will make curt'fy, and fay nothing, he is vir-

tuous : No, my lord, (my humble duty remember'd) I

will not be your fuitor ; I fay to you, I do desire de-
liverance from these officers, being upon hafty employ-
ment in the king's affairs.

Ch J. You fpeak as having power to do wrong : but
anfwer in the effed of your reputation, and fatiffy the

poor woman.
Fal. Come hither, hoftefs. [taking her afide*

Enter a MefTenger.

C^.y. Now, mafter Gow<'r ; What news ?

Mef. The king, my lord, and Harry prince ofWales^
Are near at hand: the reft the paper tells.

[deli'vering a Packet,

Fal . As I am a gentleman j
—

'
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Hof. Nay, you faid fo before.

Fal . As 1 am a gentleman ;~Come, no more words
of it.

Ho/. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I muft be

fain to pawn both my plate and the tapeftry of my
dining-chambers.

Fal, Glaffes, glafTes, is the only drinking: and for

thy walls,— a pretty flight drollery, or the ftory of the

prodigal, or the German hunting in water-work, is worth

a thousand of these bed-hangings, and these fly-bitten

tapeftries. Let it be ten pound, if thou canft: Come, if

it were not for thy humours, there is not a better wench
in England, Go, wafli thy face, and draw thy afdon

:

Come, thou muft not be in this humour with me; come,

I know thou waft fet on to this.

Bof. Pray thee, fir John, let it be but twenty nobles

;

I am loth to pawn my plate, in good earnell, la.

Fal. Let it alone ; I'll make other fliift: you'll be a

fool ftill.

Hof. Well, you fliall have it, though I pawn my gown.

I hope, you'll come to fupper: You'll pay me altogether?

Fal . Will I live ?_^*' Go, v/ith her, wi'thher ; [/o Bar.]"

hook on, hook on.'*

Hof. Will you have jyoll Tear-foeet meet you at fupper?

Fal. No more words; let's have her.

\Exeunt Hoft. Bar. Officer and Boy.

Ch,J. I have heard better nev.'s. [putting up his Letters,

Fal. What's the news, my lord ?

Ch.J. Where lay the king laft night?

Mef. At Basingjioke, my lord.

Fal. I hope, my lord, all's well; What's the news,

my lord ?
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Ch.J. Come all his forces back ?

Me/. No ; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horfe.

Are march'd up to my lord of Lancajier^

Againft NorthumberlandJ and the archbifhop.

Fal. Comes the king back from i^/a;/?^, my noble lord?

Ch.J. You fhall have letters of me presently

:

Come, go along with me, good mafter Goiver.

Fal . My lord ! \fi^ying him.

Ch.J, What's the matter?

Fal, Mafter Gozvery [turning Jhortfrom the Ch. Jvji,\

lhall I entreat you with me to dinner?

Mef. I muft wait upon my good lord here : I thank
you, good {\xJohn,

Ch.J, Sir John, you loiter here too long, being you.

are to take foldiers up in counties as you go.

Fal. Will you fup with me, mafter Goov^'r/'

Ch.J. What foolifh mafter taught you these manners,

i\xJohn?
Fal. Mafter Gouuer, if they become me not, he was

a fool that taught them me. This is the right fencing

grace, my lord; tap for tap, and fo part fair.

Ch.J. Now the Lord lighten thee ! thou art a great

fool. l^Exeunt,

SCENE II. The fame.
Enter Prince Henry, aad PoiNS.

Pri, Truft me, I am exceeding weary.

Poi, Is it come to that? I had thought, wearinefs durft

not have attach'd one of fo high blood.

Pri. 'Faith, it does me ; though it difcolours the com-
plexion of my greatnefs to acknowledge it. Doth it not
Ihew vilely in me, to desire fmall beer ?
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Poi. Why, a prince (hould not be fo loofely uudy'd,

as to remember fo weak a composition.

Pri. Belike then, my appetite was not princely got

;

for, in troth, I do now remember the poor creature

fmall beer. But, indeed, these humble confiderations

make me out of love with my greatnefs. What a difgrace

is it to me, to remember thy name; or to know thy face

to-morrow ? or to take note how miany pair of filk

llockings thou haft; 'viz. these, and those that were thy

peach-colour'd ones ? or to bear the inventory of thy

fhirts ; as, one for fuperfluity, and one other for ufe :

—

but that, the tennis-court-keeper knows better than I

:

for it is a low ebb of linnen with thee, when thou keepeft

not racket there ; as thou haft not done a great while,

because the reft of thy low-countries have made a fhift

to eat up thy holland : [And God knows, whether those,

that bawl out from the ruins of thy linnen, (hall inherit

his kingdom : but the midwives fay, the children are not

in the fault; whereupon the world encreafes, and kin-

dreds are mightily ftrengthen'd.]

Poi, How ill it follows, after you have labour'd fo

hard, you fhould talk fo idly ? Tell me, how many good
young princes would do fo, their fathers being fo fick

as yours at this time is ?

Pri. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins?

Poi, Yes ; and let it be an excellent good thing.

Pri, It ftiall ferve among wits of no higher breeding

than thine.

Poi, Go to; I ftand the pufh of your one thing that

you will tell.

Pri, Why, I tell thee,"- it is not meet that I fhould

be fad, now my father is fick ; albeit I could tell to
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thee, (as to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to call

my friend) I could be fad, and fad indeed too.

Poi. Very hardly, upon fuch a fubjed.

Pri. Thou think'fl me as far in the devil's book, as

thou, 2iX\A Faljiaff, for obduracy and persiftency ; Let

the end try the man. But I tell thee,— my heart bieeds

inwardly, that my father is fo fick : and keejping fuch

viie company as thou art, hath in reason taken from me
all oftentation of forrow.

Poi. The reason ?

Pri. What wouldll: thou think ofme, if I {hould weep?

Poi, I would think thee a moft princely hypocrite.

Pri. It would be every man's thought : and thou art

a bieffed fellow, to think as every man thinks ; never

a man's thought in the world keeps the road- way better

than thine : every man would thmk me an hypocrite,

indeed. And what accites your moil worlhipfui thought,

to think fo ?

Poi. Why, because you have been fo lewd, and fo

much engraffed to Faljlaff.

Pri. And to thee.

Poi. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can hear it with

mine own ears : the worft that they can fay of me, is,

that I am a fecond brother, and that I am a proper fel-

low of my hands ; and those two things, 1 confefs, I

cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bardolph.

Enter Bardolph, and Page.

Pri. And the boy that I gave Faljiaf: he had him
from me chriftian ; and fee, if the fat villain have not

tranfform'd him ape,

Bjr> 'Save your grace !

Pri. And yours, moil noble Bardolph !
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Bar. Come, you \Mrtuous afs, \io the Page.] you
bafhful fool, mull you be blufning? wherefore blufh you
now ? What a maidenly man at arms are you become ?

Is it fuch a matter, to get a pottle-pot's maidenhead?
Pag. He call'd me even now, my lord, throiij^h a red

lattice, and 1 could discern no part of his face from the

window: at laft, I fpy'd his eyes; and, metbought, he
had made two holes in the ale-wife's new petticoat, and
peep'd through.

Fn. Hath not the boy profited ? [to Poins.

Bar. Away, you whorfon upright rabbet, away !

Pag. Away, you rafcally Alihsas dream, away !

Pri. Inf!:ru£l us, boy; What dream, boy r

Pag. Marry,my lord. dream'd, fhe was dcliver'd

of a firs-brand; and therefore I call him, her dream.

Pri. A crown's- worth of good interpretation;

there -|= it is, boy.

Poi. O, that this good blofTom could be kept from
cankers! Well, therey is fix-pence to preserve thee.

Bar. An you do not make him be hang'd among
you, the gallows (hall have wrong.

Pri. And how doth thy mafter, BarrlolphP

Bar. Weil, my lord. He heard of your grace's com-
ing to town ; there's=j=a letter for you.

Poi. Deliver'd with good refpect. And how dotk
the martlemas your mailer?

Bar. In bodily health, fir.

Poi. Marry, the immortal part needs a physician :

but that moves not him ; though that be fick, it dies not.

Pri. I do allow this wen to be as familiar with me
as my dog : and he holds his place ; for, look you, hovv

he writes. k^'-'^-^ Poins the Letter,

' Pain. Ccme
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Poi. [reaJs.] John FalftafF, knight^ — Every man
mull know that, as oft as he hath occasion to name
himfelf. Even like those that are kin to the kin^ ; for

they never prick their finger, but they fay, There is

fome of the king's blood fpilt : Honv comes that? fays he,

that takes upon him not to conceive : the anfwer is as

ready as a borrower's cap; / am the king's poor cousin,

Pri, Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch

it from Japhet. But the letter:
—

Poi. Sir John FaiftafF, knight, to the fon of the king,

neareji his father, Plarry prince of '"NtAq^, greeting—Why,
this is a certificate.

Pri, Peace

!

Poi, I nvill imitate the honourable Romans /// breu-

ity ; fure,i he means brevity in breath; (hort-winded

1 commend me to thee, I commend thee, and 1 leaue thee. Be
not too familiar nviih Poins ; for he mijuses thy favours fo
much, that he f<vjears^ thou art to marry hisfijier Nell. Re-
pent at idle tifnes as thou may'^Ji, andJo fareavel. Thine,

by yea and jw, (ivhich is as much as to fay, as thou useji

him) Jack Falilafr, ^ivith myfatniliars ; John, nvith my
brothers and ffers; and fir John, nvitb all Europe

—

My lord, I will ftcep this letter in fack, and make him
eat it.

Pri. That's to make him eat twenty of his words.

But do you use me thus, "Ned? muft I marry your fifter?

Poi. May the wench have no worfe fortune ! but I

never faid fo.

Pri, Well, thus we play the fools with the time;

and the fpirits of the wise fit in the clouds, and mock
us. _„Is your mafter here in London?

7 borrowed i o v. Nits*
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Bak. Yes, my lord.

Pri. Where fups he ? doth the old boar feed in the

old frank ?

Bar, At the old place, my lord ; in Eaji cheap,

Pri, What company ?

Pag. EphesianSi my lord, of the old church.

Pri, Sup any women with him ?

Pag. None, my lord, but old millrefs ^dckl);, and
milirefs Doll Tear-Jheet,

Pri, What pagan may that be ?

Pag, A proper gentlewoman, fir, and a kinswoman
of my mafter's.

Pri, Even fuch kin, as the parlfh heifers are to the

town bull. Shall we ileal upon them, Ned, at fupper ?

Poi. 1 am your lhadow, my lord; I'll follow yoli.

Pri, Sirrah, you boy, and Baruolph\ no word to

your mafter, that I am yet come to town : There's for

your ftlence. {^l^'^ing thtm Money,

Bar, I have no tongue, fir.

Pag. And for mine, fir,— I will govern it.

Pri. Fare ye well ; go. {^Exeunt Pag. and Bar.] This
Doll Tear-Jheet fliould be fome road.

Poi. 1 warrant you, as common as the way between

SdimX. Mbans and London.

Pri. How might we fee FalJIaJf ht^iow himfelf to-

night in his true colours, and not ourftlves be feen.

Poj. [after pausing a little.^ Put on two leather jer-

kins, and aprons, and wait upon him at his table as

drawers.

Pri. From a god to a bull ? a heavy declenfion ! it

was Jo-ve^s cafe: From a prince to a prentice.'' a low

iranfformation ! that lhall be mine; for, ia every thing,
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the purpose muft weigh with the folly. __FolIow me,

Ned. [Exeu»t„

SCENE III. Warkworth. Before the Caftk,

^w/^-r Northumberland, his Lady, and
Lady Percy.

Nor. Ipray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter,^
Give even way unto my rough affairs

:

Put not you on the visage of the times,

And be, like them, to Percy troublefome.

La.N. [ have given over, I will fpeak no more

:

Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide.

Nor. Alas, fweet wife, my honour is at pawn ;

And, but my going, notLing can redeem it.

La P. O yet, for God's fake, go not to these wars!

The time was, father, that you broke your word.

When you were more endear'd to it than now ;

When your own Percy ^ when my heart's dear Harry,

Threw many a northward look, to fee his father

Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain.

Who then perfuaded you to ftay at home?
There were two honours loft ; yours, and your fon's.

For yours,—may heavenly glory brighten it!

For his,— it ftuck upon him, as the fun

In the grey vault of heaven : and, by his light.

Did all the chivalry in England move
To do brave ads; he was, indeed, the glafs

Wherein the noble youth did drefs themfeives.

He had no legs, that praftic'd not his gait:

And fpeaking thick, which nature made his blemlili*

Became the accents of the valiant ;

For those that could fpeak low, and tardily.
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Would torn their own perfection to abafe.

To feem like him: So that, in fpeech, in gsit,

Jn diet, in afFedions of delight.

In military rules, humours of blood,

He was the mark and glafs, copy and bookj,

That fafliion'd others. And him,—O vvond'rous him!
O miracle of men !

— him did yoa leave,

(Second to none, unfeconded by you)

To look upon the hideous god of war
At difadvantage ; to abide a field,

Vv^here nothing but the found of Hoi-fptirs name
Did feem defenfible : ""fo you left him:
Never, o never, do his ghoii the wrong.
To hold your honour more precife and nice

With others, than with him ; let them alone;

The marfhal, and the archbilhop, are ftrong :

Had my fweet HGrry had but half their numbers.

To-day might J, hanging on llot-fpur^ neck,

Hai'e talk'd of Monmouth''^, grave.

ISQR. Bcfhrew your heart.

Fair daughter! you do draw my fpirits from me.

With new lamenting ancient over-fjghts.

But I muft go, and meet with danger there;

Or it will feek me in another place,

Anci ilnd me worfe provided.

La.N.O, fly to Scotland,

'Till that the nobles, and the armed commons.
Have of their puifl'ance made a little tafte.

La.F. If they get ground and vantage of the king;.

Then join you with them, like a rib of Heel,

To make ftrength ftronger ;
but, for all our loves,

FiiH let them try themfelves ; So did your fan ;
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He was fo fuFer'd ; fo came I a widow

;

And never fli all have lenc^th of life enouo-h,

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes,

That it may grow and fprout as high as heaven,

For recordation to my noble husband.

A'oR. Come, come, go in wich me : 'tis with my mind,
As with the tide fwell'd up unto his height.

That makes a ftill-lland, running neither way.

Fain would I go to meet the archbifhop.

But many thousand reasons hold me back
J will resolve for Scotland! there am I,

'Till time and vantage crave my company.. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. liOndon. Rooin in Qiilckly'i Hou/e.

Enter a Drawer, nvith Bottles ami Glajjes ;

Another folio-wing^ ivith Plates,

1. D. What the devil haft thou brought there? apple-

Johns P thou know'ft, fir John cannot endure an aople-

]fohn.

2. D. Mafs, thou f^iy'ft true: The prince once fet. a

difh of apple-Johns before him, and told him, there

were five more fir Johns: and, putting off his hat, faid,

—

r<will no'vj take my iea-vs of theseJix city, round-, old., 'wi-

ther'd knights. It anger'd him to the heart ; but he hath

forgot that.

1 . D. Why then, cover, and fet them down: And fee

if thou canft find out Sneak's noise ; miHrefs Tear-jheet

would fain have fome musick. Di.'patcb: [Table co^er^l\

Bottles, &c. Jet c?:.] the room where they fupt, is too hot;

they'll come in llraight.

2. D. Sirrah, liere will be the prince, and mafter

Foins, anon : and they will put on two of our jerkins,

as V. Note.
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and aprons ; and John mufl not know of it: Bardblph

hath brotight word.

?. D. Then here will be old utis: It v/ill be an ex-

cellent llratagem.

2. i). ril fee, iTl can find ont Sneak. [Exif.

Enter Hoftefs, ^^/^ Do!l Tear-fheet.

Hq/l Sweet heart, methinks now you are in an ex-

cellent good temperality : your p\i]i\dge beats as extra-

ordinarily as heart would desire ; and your colour, I

warrant yon, is as red as any rose: But, i' faith, you
have drunk too much canaries and that's a rnarvelloas

fearching wine, and it perfumes the blood ere one can

fay— What^s this ? How do you now ?

Do I, Better than I was. Hem.
Hcj/, Why, that's v/ell faid ; A good heart's worth

gold. Look, here comes fir John.

Enter Falstaff, fingtng.

Fal. When Arthur JirJ} in court. _
Empty thejordan. [pointing to the other Room. Eat//Drawer.

j^nd nfjas a ivorthy king ;

How now, miflrefs DsllF

HoJ\ Sick of a calm : yea, good footh.

Fal. So is ail her fc^^; if they be once in a calm,

they are fick.

DoL. You muddy rafcal, is that al! the comfort you
give me ?

Fal. Yoq make fat ralcat?, miftrefs D&ll.

DoL. I make them \ gluttony and diseases make
them ; J make them not.

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony, yoa
help to make the diseases, DoU : we catch of you, DoU^

We catch of you ; grant that, my poor virtue, grant thai>
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Dot, Ay, marr}^; our chain.s, and our jewels,

F . Your brooches y Fearls, andouches ;
— for to ferve

braveiy, is, to come halting ofF, you kno\%' : To come
elF the breach with his pike bent bravely, and to Tur-

nery braveiy ; to venture upon the charg'd chambers
bravHy :— [felf!

Dot. Hang yourfelf, you muddy conger, hang your-

Ihf Why, this is the old fa&ion ; you two never

meet, but you fall to Tome difcord : you are both, ia

good troth, as rheumatick as two dry toafts ; you can-

not one bear with another's confirmities. What the

gtiod-year ! one mull bear, and that muft be you: [/*

DoU.] you are the vveakes- velTel, as they fay, the emp-
tier veiTeJ.

Dql. Can a weak empty velTel bear fuch a huge full

hogs-head? there's a whole merchant's venture of Bour-

deaux ftiafF in him; you have not feen a hulk better ftuft

i-n the hold Come, Til be friends with Jack:
thou art going to the wars ; and whether I fhall ever fee

thee again, or no, there is nobody cares.

Re-enter Drawer,
Dra, Sir, ancient FiJioVs below, and would Ipeak

with you.

DoL. Hang him, fwaggering rafcal! let him not come
hither : it is the foul-mouth'ft rogue in England^

Hof. If he fvvagger, let liim net come here : no, hy
my faith ; I rauft live among my neighbours ; Fll no
fvvaggerers : I am in good name and fame with the very

bed; (hut the door; there comes no fwaggerers here:

I have aot liv'd all this while, to have fwaggering now;
ibut the door, 1 pray you.

FjiL . Doll thou hear, hoUefs I
—
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Hof. Pray you, pacify youirelf, {ivjohn', there comes
no fwaggerers here.

F^L. Doll thou hear? it is mine ancient.

Ho/.' Tilly-faDy, {ix Jthn, never tell me; your an-

cient fwaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before

mafier Ttsicky the deputy, the ether day: and, as he faid

to me,— it was no longer ago than Wednesday laft,

—

Neighbour Quickly, fays he,—mailer Dumb, our miniller,

was by then;

—

neighbour Quickly, fays he, receiue those

that are cinjil; for, faith you are in an ill name ^
—

now he faid fo, 1 can tell whereupon y^for, fays he, jcm

are an hovcji <voc7nan^ a?:d nvell thought on ; therefore take

heed n.vhat guefts you recei've : receive, fays he, 710 fn.vag-

gering companions: There comes none here; you
would blefs you to hear what he faid: no, I'll no
fwaggerers.

FjiL . He*s no fwaggerer, hollefs ; a tame cheater,

he ; you miay flroak him as gently as a puppy grey-

hound : he will not fwagger with a Barbary hen, if her

feathers turn back in any fliew of resillance— Call him
up, drawer. \^Exit Drawer.

Uof, Cheater, call you him ? I will bar no honeft

man my houfe, nor no cheater: But I do not love fwag-

ge<-ing; I am the vvorfe, when one fays—fwagger: feel,

mailers, how 1 lhake ; look you, I warrant you.

DoL. So you do, hoftefs.

Hof. Do 1 ? yea, in very truth, do I, an 'twere an

afpen leaf : i cannot abide fwaggerers.

Enter Ancient ?isroL,frutting; Bardolph,
an^ Page, ivith him.

Pjs. 'Save you, fir fchnf

Fal. Welcome, ancient PifoL Here, Pifol, I charge
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yoo with a cup of fack ; \filli)ig^ and reaching out to him,'\

<io you difcharge upon mine hoilefs.

Pis. I will difcharge upoa her, tirjohn^ with two
bullets. \fiUing another Glafsfor the Hojie/s,

Fal. She is piilol-proof, fir; you lhali hardly oixend

her.

Hof, Come, ril dn'nk no proofs, nor no bullets : fjiz,?/-

iing the Glafsfrom her.] I'll drink no more than will do
me good, for no man's pleasure, [.

Pis. Then to you, mii\Ye(s Dorothy; I will charge you.

DoL. Charge me? i fcorn you, fcurvy companion.

What ! you poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-linnen.

mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! 1 am meat for

your mailer.

Pis. I know you, miflrefs Dorothy.

DoL. Away, you cut-purfe rafcal ! you filthy bung,

away ! by this wine, I'll thruftmy knife in your mouldy
chaps, an you play the faucy cuttle with me. Away,
you bottle-ale rafcal, you balket-hilt flale jugler you

!

Since when, I pray you, fir ? What, with two points on
your Ihoulder? much !

Pis. I will murther your ruff for this, [reaching at it.

Pal . No more, Pljiol ; I would not have you go off

here : difcharge yourfelf of our company, Pijlol.

Hof. No, good captain ///c/; not here, fweet cap-

tain.

DoL. Captain! thou abominable damn*d cheater, art

* thou not afliam'd to be call'd—'captain ? if captains were

of my mind, they would truncheon you out, for taking

their names upon you before you have earn'd them.

You a captain, you flave 1 for what ? for tearing a poor

whore's ruff in a bawdy-houfe ?^ He a captain ! Hang
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iiim^ rogue! lie lives upon mouldy fiewM-pruins, and
dry'd cakes. A captain ! these villains will make the

word, captain, odious^ therefore captains had need look
to it.

Bar, Pray thee, go down, good arcient.

Fal. Hark thee hither, miltrefs Z)^?//.

Pn, Not I: Itelltheewhat, corporal I could

tear her;— I'll be reveng'd on her.

Pag. Pray thee, go down.
Pn. I'll fee her damn'd f.rft;

To Pluto'% damned lake, to the infernal deep.

Where Erebus and tortures vile alfo.

Hold hook and line, fay f. Down!
Down dogs, down faitors; Have we x\otH{ren hei^e?

[^clapping his Hand to his S-uvord.

Hof. Good captain Pfifj^/, be quiet; it is very late:

I befeek you now, aggravate your choler. [horfes.

Pis. These be good humours, indeed! Shall pack-

And hollow pamper'd jades of J/Fay

Which cannot go but thirty miles a day,

Compare with C^sars, and with Cannibals,

And Trojan Greeks?

Kay, rather, damn them with king Cerberus
'y

And let the welkin roar. Shall we fall foul for toys?

Hof. By my troth, captain, these are very bitter -

words.

Bar, Be gone, good ancient: this will grow to a

brawl anon. [pins:

Pis, Die men, like dogs; give crowns atoa^t like

Have we not Hiren here ?

Hof O'my word, captain, there's none fuch here.

What the good-year! do you think, I would deny her?
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for God's fake, be quiet.

Pis. Then, Feed, and be fat, my fair CalipoUs

Come, give's fome fack—
Si fortuna me tormenta, /perato me contenta.

Fear we broad-fides ? no, let the fiend give fire

:

Give me fome fack; and, fweet heart, lye thou there.

\to his Snvord,

Come we to full points here; [feizing upon a Bottle.
'\
And

are et catera^s nothing ?

Fal. PiJJol, 1 would be quiet.

Pis. Sweet knight, I kifsthy neaf:What ! wehavefeen
The feven ftars.

DoL. Thruft him down Hairs ; I cannot endure fuch

a fuftian rafcal. [nags?

Pis. Thruft him down flairs! know we not Gallonxjay

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a fhove-groat

lliilling: nay, if he do nothing but fpeak nothing, he
iliall be nothing here.

Bar. Come, get you down flairs.

Pis. What! lhall we have incision? lhall we em-
brew ? y/natching up his Sivord, and draining.

Then, death, rock meafleep; abridge my doleful days!

Why then, let grievous, gaftly, gaping wounds
Untwine the fillers three! come, Jtropos, I fay!

Hof. Here's goodly fluff toward !

Fal. Give me my rapier, boy. [/<? the Page,

DoL. 1 pray thee, Jack, I ptay thee, do not draw.

Fal. Get you down flairs.

[drawing, and dri'ving Piftol out.

Piof. Here's a goodly tumult! I'll forfwear keeping

houfe, before I'll be in these tirrits and frights. So;

murther, I warrant now.—Alas, alas ! put up your naked

Vol. V. Y
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weapons, put up your naked weapons.

Pistol, ^/7<2'Bardolph.

"DoL, I pray thee, ^ack, be quiet; the rafcal is gone:

Ah, you whorfon little valiant villain, you

!

Hof. Are you not hurt i'th' groin r methought, he

made a fnrewd thruft at your belly.

Re-enter Bardolph.
Fal. Have you tijrn'd him out of doors ?

Bar. Yes, fir. The rafcal's drunk: you have hurt

him, fir, i'the (houlder.

Fal, a rafcal ! to brave me 1

DoL. Ah, ycu fvveet little rogue, you! Alas, poor

ape, how thou fweat'ftr Come, let me wipe thy face ;

come on, you whorfon chops: \jvjipinghim.'^\ Ah, rogue,

I love thee. Thou art as valorous as Heclor of Troy,

worth five oiAgamemnon ^ and ten times better than the

nine worthies: Ah, villain!

Fal. a rafcally (lave! I will tofs the rogue in a

blanket.

DoL. Do, if thou dar'il for thy heart: if thou doft,

I'll canvafs thee between a pair of flieets.

Enter tivo or three Ficlers,

Pag. The musick is come, fir.

Fal. Let them play ;_Play, firs—Sit on my knee,

Doll. [Musick.'\ A rafcal bragging flave! the rogue fled

from me like quick-filver.

Dol. rfaith, and thou followMft him like a church.

Thou whorfon little iidy Bartholomeiv boar-pig, when
wilt thou leave fighting o'days, and foining o'nights,

and bcp;in to patch up thine old body for heaven ?

$Wer the Prince, and Poins, at aDiJiancCy

in the Habit ofDranvers,
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Fjl . Peace, good Doll! do not fpeak like a death's-

head; do not bid me remember mine end.

DoL. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of?

Fjl. a good (hallow young fellow: he would have

made a good pantler, he would have chip'd bread well.

DoL. They fay, Poins hath a good wit.

Fal . He a good wit ? hang him, baboon ! his wit is as

thick as Tewksbury muftard ; there is no more conceit in

him, than is in a mallet.

DoL. Why doth the prince love him fo then }

Fjl. Because their legs are both of a bignefs ; and
he plays at quoits well ; and eats conger and fennel ; and
drinks off candles' ends for flap-dragons; and rides the

wild mare with the boys; and jumps upon joint-ftools ;

and fvvears with a good grace; and wears his boot

very fmooth, like unto the fign of the leg ; and
breeds no bate with telling of difcreet ftories: and
fuch other gambol faculties he hath, that fhew a weak
mind and an able body, for the which the prince ad-

mits him: for the prince himfelf is fuch another; the

weight of a hair will turn fcales between their aver-du-

pois. [cut off?

Pri, Would not this nave of a wheel have his ears

Poi. Let's beat him before his whore.

Pri. Look, if the wither'd elder hath not his poll

claw'd like a parrot.

Poi. Is it not ftrange, that desire fhould fo many
years out-live performance

Fal . Kifs me, Doll. [Jhe hijjes him,

Pri. Saturn and Venus this year in conjundlion! what
fays the almanack to that ?

Poi. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, his man.

Yz
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S^feelng Bardolph fnjoeet upon the Hojif/s.^ be not lifping

to his mailer's old tables; his note-book, his counfei-

keeper.

Fal^ Thou doft give me flattering bufles.

DoL. Nay, truly; 1 kifs theewitha moll: conftant heart.

FjiL. I am old, I am old.

DoL. I love thee better than I love e'er a fcurvy young
boy of them all.

Fal. What fluff wilt have a kirtlc of? I (hall receive

money o'thursday : thou lhalt have a cap to-morrow. A
merry fong, come: it grows late, we'll to-bed. Thou't
forget me, when I am gone.

DoL. Thou't fet me a weeping, an thou fay'ft fo :

prove that ever I drefs myfcif handfome 'till thy return.

Well, harken the end.

Fal. Some fack, Francis.

Pri. Poi. Anon, anon, fir. [coming foravard.

Fal. Ha! [Jlarting up.] a baftard fon of the king's

And art not thou Poinsy his brother?

Pri. Why, thou globe of fmful continents, what a

life dofl: thou lead ?

Fal . A better than thou ; I am a gentleman, thou art

a drawer.

Pri. Very true, fir; and I come to draw you out by
the ears. [they unca/e,

Hof. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace ! welcome
to London. Now heaven blefs that fweet face of thine !

what, are you come from Wales P

Fal. Thou whorfon mad compound of majefty,— by
this light flefli and corrupt blood, [laying his Hand upon

Doll.] thou art welcome.

Dol, Howl you fat fool, 1 fcorn you.
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Pol. My lord, he will drive you out of your re-

venge, and turn all to a merriment, if you take not the

heat.

Pri. You whorfon candle-mine, you, how vilely did

you fpeak of me even now, before this honeft, virtuous,

civil gentlewoman ?

Ho/. 'Bleffing o'your good heart 1 and fo fiie is, by
my troth.

FjL, Didft thou hear me?
Pri. Yes; and you knew me, as you did when you

ran away hy Gads-bill : you knew, I was at your back;

and fpoke it on purpose, to try my patience.

F.^L. No, no, no; not fo; I did not think, thou waft

within hearing.

Pri. 1 (hall drive you then to confefs the wilful

abufe; and then 1 know how to handle you.

Fj^l. No abufe, Haly on mine honour; no abufe.

Pri. No! to difpraise me; and call me— pantler,

and bread-chipper, and I know not what?
Fjl. No abufe, HaL
Poi. No abufe 1

Fjil . No abufe, Ned, in the world ; honeft Ned, none.

I difprais'd him before the wicked, that the wicked
might not fall in love with him : in which doing, I

have done the part of a careful friend, and a true fub-

jeft, and thy father is to give me thanks for it. No abufe,

//i2/;_none, Ned, none; no, boys, none.

Pri. See now,whether pure fear, andentirecowardice,

doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman,
to close with us. Is (he of the wicked ? Is thine hoftefs

hereof the wicked? Oris the boy ofthe wicked ? or hon-

eft -6, whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked?

i8 Not to
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Pot. Anfwer, thou dead elm, anfwer.

F^L. The fiend hath prick'd down Bardolph irre-

coverable ; and his face is Luctfer\ privy-kitchen, where
he doth nothing but roaft malt-vvorms. For the boy,

—

there is a good angel about him ; but the devil out-bids

him too.

Pri. For the women,

—

Fal, For one of them,— (he is in hell already, and
burns, poor foul: For the other,—I owe her money ; and
v/hether Ihe be damn'd for that, I know not.

Hof. No, I warrant you.

Fal, No, I think, thou art not ; I think, thou art quit

for that: Marry, there is another indidment upon thee,

for fuftering flefh to be eaten in thy houfe, contrary to

the law; for the which, I think, thou wilt howl.

Hof. All vit'lars do fo : What's a joint of mutton,
or two, in a whole lent ?

Pri. You gentlewoman,

—

DoL. What fays your grace?

Fal. His grace fays that which his flefli rebels a-

gainft. \_Knocki>7g heard.

Hof Who knocks fo loud at door ? look to the door

there, Francis.

Enter P E T o , hafily.

Pri. PetOf how now ? what news ?

Pet. The king your father is at Wefminfter ;

And there are twenty weak and weary'd pofts.

Come from the north : and, as I came along,

I met, and over-took, a dozen captains.

Bare-headed, fweating, knocking- at the taverns.

And afldng every one for fir John Falfaff.

Pri. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame.

9 foules
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So idly to prophane the precious time ;

When temped of commotion, like the fouth

Born with black vapour, doth begin to melt.

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads.

Give me my fword, and cloak : Faljiaff^ good ni^ht.

\_E^ennt Prince, Poi. Pet. and Bar.
Fal. Now comes in the fweeteft morfel of the night,

and we mull hence, and leave it unpick'd. [Knock.] More
knocking at the door.'' [^^'-^'«/^rBAR.DOLPH.]Hovvnow?

what's the matter ?

Bar. You muft away to court, fir, presently;

A dozen captains ftay at door for you.

Fal. Pay the musicians, firrah

—

[/o the Page.] Fare-

vvel, hoftefs ;_farewel. Do//. You fee, my good wenches,

how men of merit are fought after: the undeserver may
fleep, when the man of aftion is call'd on. Farewel,

good wenches :
— If I be not fent away poft, I will fee

you again ere I go.

DoL. I cannot fpeak ; — Tf my heart be not ready to

burJl :
— Well, fweety^r/?, have a care of thyfelf.

F^L. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Fal. and Bar,
Ho/. Well, fare thee well : I have known th^e these

twenty nine years, come pefcod-time ; bat an honefter,

and truer-hearted man,— Well, fare thee well.

Bar. [with/n.] Mifirefs Tear-J/?eet,
—

Ho/. What's the matter ?

Bar. Bid miilrefs Tear-fieet come to my mailer.

Ho/ O, run. Do//, run ; run, good Do//. [Exeunt^

act: III.

SCENE I. T/je/ame. ^ Room in the Pa/ace.
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Enter the King, in his Night -goivn ;

a Page attending,

K. H. Go, call the earls of Surrey and of l^arnvick

;

But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these =p letters.

And well confider of them : Make good fpeed

[ Exit Page,

How many thousand of my pooreft fubjefts

Are at this hour afleep ? O fleep, o gentle fleep.

Nature's foft nurfe, how have I frighted thee.

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down.
And fteep my fenfes in forgetfulnefs ?

Why rather, fleep, ly'ft thou in fmoaky cribs.

Upon uneasy pallets llretching thee,

And hufli'd with buzzing night-flies to thy flumber

;

Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great.

Under the canopies of coftly ftate.

And lull'd with founds of fweeteft melody ?

O thou dull god, why ly'ft thou with the vile.

In loathfom beds ; and leav'ft the kingly couch,

A watch-cafe, or a common 'larum bell ?

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mafl:

Seal up the fliip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains

Jn cradle of the rude imperious furge ;

And in the visitation of the winds,

—

Who take the ruffian billows by the top.

Curling their monftrous heads, and hanging them
With deaPning clamours in the flippery flirouds.

That, with the hurly, death itfclf awakes ?

Canrt thou, o partial fleep, give thy repose

To the wet fea-boy in an hour fo rude

And, in the calmeft and moft ftilleft night,

i8 flippery clouds
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With all appliances and means to boot,

Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lye down;
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.

^/z/^r Warwick, ^a/z^a^ Surrey.

JVjr. Many good morrows to your majefty.

K. H Is it good morrow, lords.''

War.*V\?, one o'clock, and pafl.

H. Why then, good morrow to you. Well, my lords.

Have you read o'er the letters that 1 fent you ?

War. We have, my liege.

K.H. Then you perceive, the body of our kingdom
How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow,

And with what danger, near the heart of it.

War It is but as a body, yet, diftemper'd ;

Which to his former (Irength may be reftor'd.

With good advice, and little medicine :

—
My lord Northumberland will foon be cool'd.

K, H. O God ! that one might read the book of fate

;

And fee the revolution of the times

Make mountains level, and the continent

(Weary of folid firmnefs) melt itfelf

]nto the fea ! and, other times, to fee

The beachy girdle of the ocean

Too wide for Neptune'^ hips ; how chances mock.
And changes fill the cup of alteration

With divers liquors ! O, if this were feen,

The happieft youth,— viewing his progrefs thorough.
What perils paft, what crofles to enfue,

—

Would {hut the book, and fet him down and die.

'Tis not ten years gone,

Since Richard., and Northu7nberland^ great friends.

Did feall together, and, in two years after,

8 you all my 24 mockes »7 through 19 fit



52 The fecond Tart of

"Were they at wars : It is but eight years, fince

This Percy was the man neareft my foul

;

Who like a brother toil'd in my aifairs,

And lay'd his love and life under my foot;

Yea, for my fake, even to the eyes of Richard.,

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by,

(You, cousin Ne^vil, [/o War.] as 1 may remember)
When Richard,— ^lih. his eye brim-full of tears,

Then check'd and rated by Northumberlajtd,—
Did fpeak these words, now prov'd a prophefy"?

Northumberland, thou ladder , by the <which

My cousin Bolingbroke a/cends my throne \

—
Though then, heaven knows, 1 had no fucli intent;

But that necefTity fo bow'd the ftate,

That I and greatnefs were compell'd to kifs ;
—

'Jhe time Jhall cmne, thus did he follow it,

'J he time nvill co?ne, thatfoulfen., gathering head.

Shall break into corruption : — fo went on,

Foretelling this fame time's condition,

And the division of our amity.

Wjr. There is a hifcory in all men's lives.

Figuring the nature of the times deceaf'd :

The which obterv'd, a man may prophefy.

With a near aim, of the main chance of things

As yet not come to life; which in their feeds.

And v/eak beginnings, lye entreasured.

Such things become the hatch and brood of time :

And, by the neceflary form of these,

King Richard m\g\\t create, a perfeft guefs,"^

1 hat great Northumberland, then falls to him,

Would, of that feed, grow to a greater falfenefs;

Which fliould not find a ground to root upon.

as of this^
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Unlefs on you.

K. H. Are these things then neceffities ?

Then let us meet them iike neceffities :

—
And that fame word even now cries out on us ;

They fay, the bifliop and Northumberland

Are fifty thousand Irrong.

IVjiR. Jt cannot be, my lord ;

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo.

The numbers of the fear'd :— Please it your grace.

To go to bed; upon my life, my lord,

The powers, •hat you already have fent forth.

Shall bring this prize in very easily. \

To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd

A certain inftance, that Glendonjoer is dead.

Your majeily hath been this fortnight ill ;

And these unfeason'd hours, perforce, muft add
Unto your ficknefs.

K. H. I will take your counfel

:

And, were these inward wars once out of hand.
We would, dear lords, unto the holy land. [Exeunt.

SCENElh A Village in Glocefterlhire.

Court of Shallow'^ Houje. Enter Shallow, and
Silence, meeting: Wart, Feeble, Shadow,
Mouldy, and Bull-calf, at a Dijlancei

a Ser'vant, or t-ujo, 'with them.

Shji. Come on, come on, come on ; give me your
hand, fir, give me your hand, fir : an early ftirrer, by
the rood. And how doth my good cousin Silence?

SiL. Good morrow, good cousin Shallo-xv.

Sha. And how doth my cousin, your bed-fellow.^ and
your faiieit daughter, and mine, my god-daughter Ellen?
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SiL. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallciv.

Shj. By yea and nay, fjr, 1 dare fay, my consin

William is become a good fcholar: He is at Oxford Hill,

is he not ?

SiL. Indeed, fir ; to my cofl.

Sha. He muft then to the inns of court fliortly : I

was once of C/mf«/'s-inn ; where, I think, they will

talk of mad Shalloiv yet.

SiL. You were call'd

—

lu^.y Shallonxjy then, cousin.

SHy], I was call'd any thing; and I would have done
any thing, indeed, and roundly loo. There was I, and
little John Doit of Stafordpire^ and black George Barnes,

and Francis Pick-hone, and IVill Squeal a Cots-nvold man,

—

you had not four fuch fvvinge-bucklers in all the inns

of court again : and, I may fay to you, we knew
where the bona-roba\ were ; and had the beft of them
all at commandment. Then v/as Jack Falfaff', now
fir jfohny a boy ; and page to Thomas Mi-ojiray, duke of

Norfolk,

SiL. Thislfn johnt cousin, that comes hither anon
about foldiers r

Shj^. The fame fir yohv^ the very fame. I faw him
break Skogans head, at the court gate, when he was a

crack, not thus "|~ high: and the very fame day did I

fight with one Samp/on Stock-fjh, a fruiterer, behind

6>^'s-inn. O, the mad days that I have fpent ! and to

fee how many of mine old acquaintance are dead !

SiL. We lhall all follow, cousin.

Smj. Certain, 'tis certain; very fure, very fure: death,

as the pfalmift faith, is certain to all; all lhall die.

How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair ?

SiL, Truly, cousin, I was not there.
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Sha. Death is certain Ts old Double of your town
living yet ?

SjL. Dead, fir.

Sha. Dead! See^ fee! he drew a good bow;—And
dead ! he (hot a fine (hoot :

— John Gaunt lov'd him
well, and betted much money on his head. Dead!— he
would have clapt i' the clout at twelve fcore ; and car-

ry'd you a fore-hand (haft, (a fourteen, and fourteen,

and a half
) that it would have done a man's heart good

to fee. How a fcore of ewes now ?

SiL, Thereafter as they be: a fcore of good ewes
may be worth ten pounds.

Sha. And is old Double dead

!

Enter Bardolph, and One nvith him.

SiL. Here come two of {w^ohn Faljiajf's men, as I

think.

Bar . Good morrow, honeft gentlemen : I befeech you,

which is jultice Shallow?

Sha. 1 am Robert Shallonv, fir ; a poor efquire of this

county, and one of the kind's juftices of the peace;

What is your good pleasure v.'ith me ?

Bar. My captain, , fir, commends him to you; my
captain, fir John Falftaff : 3. tall gentleman, by heaven,

and a moft gallant leader.

Sha. He greets me well, fir ; I knew him a good
back-fword man : How doth the good knight f may I

afk, how my lady his wife doth .''

Bar. Sir, pardon; a foldier is better accommodated,
than with a wife.

Sha. It is well faid, fir; and it is well faid indeed

too. Better accommodated!— it is good ; yea, indeed,

is it: good phrases are furely, and ever were, very com-
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mendable. Accommodated ! it comes cf accommodo : very

good ; a good phrase.

£^R. Pardon, fir; I have heard the word. Phrase,

call you it ? by this day, 1 know not the phrase : but I

will maintain the word with my fvvord, to be a foldier-

like word, and a word of exceeding good command.
Accommodated ; That is, when a man is, as they fay,

accommodated: or, when a man is,— being,— where-

by,—he may be thought to be accommodated ; which

is an excellent thing.

Enter Fal staff.
Sh^. Tt is very juft : Look, here comes good fir

5'o^;/._Give me your hand, give me your worfhip's

good hand : By my troth, you look well ; and bear your

years very well : welcon*, good {ujohn.

Fal. I am glad to fee you well, good mailer Robert

Shallcnv:— Mailer Sure-card, as I think.

Sha. No, fir Jofm ; it is my cousin Silence, in com-
miffion with me.

Fal. Good mafter Silence, it well befits you Ihould

be of the peace.

SiL, Your good worlhip is welcome.

Fal. Fie! this is hot weather, gentlemen. Have you
provided me here half a dozen fufficient men ?

Sha. Marry,have vve,fir.Willyou fit? [^Stooh brought out.

Fal. Let me fee them., I befeech you.

Sha, Where's the roll? where's the roll ? where's the

roll \_Servants gi^-ve him a Roll, and bring the Recruits

fcr'u)ard.'] Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee: fo, fo, fo,

fo: Yea, marry, fu;— Ralph Mouldy :— let them appear

as I call ; let them do fo, let them do fo.^Let me fee 5

Where is Mouhly P
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Motr. Here, an't please you.

Sua. What think you, fir John ? a good-IimbM fel-

low ; young, ftrong, and of good fj iends.

Faj.. Js thy name Mouldy ?

Mou. Yea, an't please you.

Fal. 'Tis the more time thou wert usM.

Sha. Ha, ha, ha ! moil excellent, i'faith ! things^

that are mouldy, lack ufe ; Very fingular good ! Well
faid, fir John ; very well faid.

Fal. Prick him. [/*? Shallow.

Mou. 1 was prick'd well enough before, an you could

have let me alone : my old dame will be undone now,
for one to do her husbandry, and her drudgery: Yoii

need not to have prick'd me j there are other men fitter

to go out than I.

Fal. Go to; peace. Mouldy, you fiiall go. Mouldy^ it

is time you were fpent.

Mou. Spent!

Sua. Peace, fellow, peace; ftand afide; Know you
where you are ? For the other, fir John: let me fee;

Simon Shadon.v !

Fal. Ay, marry, let me have him to fit under: he's

like to be a cold foldier.

Sha. Where's Shado-zv

SuAd. Here, fir.

Fal. Sy^^f^/ffw, whose fon art thou
Sha^. My mother's fon, fir.

Fal . Thy mother's fon ! like enough ; and thy father's

fliadow : fo the fon of the female is the fhadow of the

male: It is often fo, indeed; but not much of the fa-

ther's fubftance.

Sma, Do you like him, (ir John?
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Fal. Shadonu will ferve for fummer,— prick him;—*
for we have a number of fhadows to fill up the mufter-

book.

Sha. Thomas Wart

!

Fal. Where's he?

War . Here, lir.

Fal. Is thy UcLme JVart F
War . Yea, fir.

Fal , Thou art a very ragged wart.

Sha, Shall I prick him, fir "John P

Fal. It were fuperfluous; for his apparel is built

upon his back, and the whole frame Hands upon pins:

prick him no more.

Sha. Ha, ha, ha! you can do it, fir
; you can do it

;

I commend you well Francis Feeble !

Fee. Here, fir.

Sha. What trade art thou, Feeble?

Fee. a woman's tailor, fir.

Sha. Shall 1 prick him, fir

Fal, You may : but if he had been a man's tailor, he
would have prick'd you—Wilt thou make as many
holes in an enemy's battle, as thou haft done in a
woman's petticoat }

Fee. Iwill do my good will, fir; youcanhavenomore.
Fal. Well faid, good woman's tailor! well faid, cou-

r2ig\o\xs Feeble ! thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful

dove, or mod magnanimous moufe—Prick the woman's
tailor well, radL^er Shallow; deep, m after »S^<^//fi>w.

Fee. 1 would, Wart might have gone, lir.

Fal. 1 would, thou wert a man's tailor; that thou

might'ft mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot

put him to a private foldier, that is the leader of fo many
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thousands : Let that fuffice, moft forcible Feeble.

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble Who is

Sha . Peter Bull-calf of the green !

Fal. Yea, marry, let us ie^ Bull-calf.

BuL. Here, fir.

Fal. 'Fore God, a likely fellow! Come, prick ma
Bull-calf 'till he roar again.

BuL. O! good my lord captain,

—

Fal. What, doft thou roar before thou art prick'd?

BuL. O lord, fir! I am a diseas'd man.
Fal. What disease haft thou ?

BuL. Awhorfon cold, fir; acough, fir; which I caught

with ringing in the king's affairs, upon his coronation

day, fir.

Fal. Come, thou fhalt go to the wars in a gown;
we will have away thy cold ; and [ will take fuch order,

that thy friends fhall ring for thee Is here all?

Sha. Here is more call'd than your number, you
inuft have but four here, lir;~and fo, I pray you, go in

with me to dinner.

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, [rising.'] but

I cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to fee you, in good
troth, mafter Shallow.

Sha. O, hvjohn, do you remember fince we lay all

night in the wind-mill in {^mt. George's fields.?

Fal . No more of that, good mafter ShalloiVy no more
of that.

Sha. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane Night-
ivork alive ?

Fal. She lives, mafter iS/^/^/Zjw.

Sha. She could never away with me.

Fee. It fliall fuftice, fir. [next ?

19 is two more 3^ never could

Vol. V. Z
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Fal. Never, never: (he would always fay, fne could
not abide mailer Shallow.

Sha. By the mafs, I could anger her to' the heart. She
was then a Bona-roba : Doth fhe hold her own wfeil ?

Fal. Old, old, mailer

Sha. Nay, fhe muft be old ; fiie cannot choose but
be old ; certain, fhe's old ; and had Robin Jslight-^rk by
old Nigbt-njoork, before [ came from Ckmeut''s-inn.

SiL. That's fifty-five years ago.

Sha, "Ha, cousin Silencey that thou hadft feen that

that this knight and I have feen!_Ha, fir John, faid I

well?

Fal, We have heard the chimes at midnight, mader
Shallo'w,

Sha. That we have, that we have, that we have; in

faith, fir Johfij we have ; our watch-word was, Hem, hoys!

Come, let's to dinner ; come, let's to dinner : O, the days

that we have feen!_Come, come.

[^Exeunt Falstaff, and Juftices.

BuL. Good mafter corporate Bardolph, Hand my
friend; and here is four Harry ten (hillings in French

crowns for you. In very truth, fir, I had as lief be hang'd,

fir, as go : and yet, for mine own part, fir, I do not care

;

but, rather, because I am unwilling, and, for mine own
part, have a desire to ftay with my friends ; elfe, fir, I

did not care, for mine own part, fo much.
Bar. Go to ; (land afide.

Mou. And good mafter corporal captain, for my old

dame's fake, ftand my friend : (he has no body to do any

thing about her, when I am gone ; and (he is old, and

cannot help herfelf: you (hall have forty, fir.

Bar . Go to ; ftand afide.

8 came to Clm'^
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F£E. T care not;—a man can die but once;—we owe
God a death;—I'll ne'er bear a bafe mind :—an't be my
deftiny, fo; an't be not, fo: No man's too good to

ferve 's prince : and, let it go which way it will, he that

dies this year, is quit for the next.

Bjr. Well fald, thou'rt a good fellow.

Fee. 'Faith, I'll bear no bafe mind.

Re- enterV A1.ST AFYy and ]\^^\.\zes.

F^L. Come, fir, which men fhall I have ?

Shj4. Four of which you please.

£j4r. Sir, a word with you:— " I have three pound,
" to free Mouldy, and Bull-calf'^

Fal. " Go to; well."

^HA. Come, John, which four will you have?

Fal. Do you choose for me.

Sha. Marry ihtn,—Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, and Sha-

donv.

Fal, Mouldy, and Bull-calf:^ For you, Mouldy,—fray

at home 'till you are paft fervice: and for you, Bidl-

calf,—grow *till you come unto it; I will none of you.

Sha. Sir John, fir John, do not yourfelf wrong; they

are your likelieft men, and I would have you ferv'd

with the bed.

Fal . Will you tell me, mailer Shallonv, how to choose

a man ? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the llature,

bulk and big afTemblage of a man ? give me the fpirit,

mafter ShaUoiv Here's Wart; you fee what a ragged

appearance it is : • he fhall charge you, and difcharge

you, with the motion of a pewterer's hammer; comeofF,

and on, fwifcer than he that gibbets-on the brewer's

bucket. And this fame half-fac'd fellow, Shado'-w,-^

give me this man ; he presents no mark to the enemy;

26 affetnblance
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the foe-man may with as great aim level at the edge of
a pen-knife: And, for a retreat,—how fwiftly will this

Feeble^ the woman's taylor, run off? O, give me the

fpare men, and fpare me the great ones. Put me a ca-

liver into Wart^s hand, Barciolph.

Bar. Hold, Wart, traverfe; thuc, thus, thus.

Fal. Come,managemeyourcaIiver. So:—very well:

—

go to :—very good :—exceeding good—O, give me always

a little, lean, old, chopt, bald fliot Well faid, Wart;
thou*rt a good fcab: hold, there's a teller for thee.

Sha. He is not his craft's-mafter, he doth not do it

right. I remember at Mile-end green, when I lay at

Clement'*s-'mn, (I was then fir Dagonet in Arthur ^ Ihov/)

there was a little quiver fellov/, and 'a would manage
you his piece "1" thus : and 'a would about, and abour,

and come you in, and come you in : rah, tah, tab, would
'a fay ; bounce, would 'a fay : and away again would 'a

go, and again would 'a come j—I fhall never fee fuch a

fellow.

Fal. These fellows will do well, mailer .S/^'^/Zcxu. _
God keep you, mafter Silence; I will not use many words

with you : Fare you well gentlemen both : I thank you :

I mull a dozen mile to-m^t.^ BardoIph, give the fol-

diers coats.

Sha. S'lr yohn, heaven blefs you, and profper your
affairs, and fend us peace ! As you return, visit my
houfe i let our old acquaintance be renevv'd : peradven-

ture, I will with you to the court.

Fal. I would you would, mailer Shalloiv,

Sha. Go to; I have fpoke, at a word. Fare you well.

[£'a'^/^«/ Shallow, Silence.

Fal* Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. — On, Bar-
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liolph ; lead the men away [Exeu?ii Bar. Recruits, &c.]

As 1 return, I will fetch ofF these juftices : I do fee the

bottom of juftice S/ja//o^v. Lord, Lord, how fubjefl we
old men are to this vice of lying ! This fame ftarv'd

juftice hath done nothing but prate to me of the wild-

refs of his youth, and the feats he hath done about

Turn-hull ftreet ; and every third word a lie, duer pay'd

to the hearer than the lurk^ tribute. I do remember
him ct Clement'' s-mx), like a man made after fupper of
a cheese-paring : when he was naked, he was, for all

the world, like a fork'd raddifh, with a head fantaft-

jcally carv'd upon it with a knife: he was fo forlorn,

that his dimenfions, to any thick fight, were invinci-

ble : he was the very Genius of famine ; yet letcherous

as a monkey, and the whores calPd him—mandrake:
he came ever in the rere-ward of the fafhion ; and fung
those tunes to the over-fcutcht huswives that he heard

the carmen whiftle, and fware— they were his fancies,

or his good -nights. And now is this Fleets dagger be-

com.e a fquire ; and talks as familiarly ofJohn of Gaunt^

as if he had been fworn brother to him : and I'll be
fworn, he never faw him but once in the tilt-yard; and
then he burfl his head, for crowding among the mar-
Hial's men. I faw it ; and told John of Gaunt ^ he beat

his own name : for you might have thruft him, and all

his apparel, into an eel-fkin ; the cafe of a treble hoboy
was a nianfion for him, a court: and now hath he—
land, and beeves. Well ; I will be acquainted with him,
if \ return : and it Ihall go hard, but 1 will make him
a philolopher's two ftones to me : If the young dace be
a bait for the old pike, 1 fee no reason, in the law of
nature, but I may fnap at him. Let time fnape, and
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there an end.

ACT IV.
SCENE I. A Toreji in Yorkfiiire.

Enter the Archbifi^Dp ^' York, Mowbray,
Hastings, Officers, and Others.

Arch. What is this forefl call'd ?

Has. 'Tis Gualtree foreft, an't fhall please your grace.

Arch. Here (land, my lords ; and fend dilcoverers forth.

To know the numbers of our enemies.

Has, We have fent forth already.

Arch. '1 is well done.

My friends, and brethren in these great affairs,

I muil: acquaint you, that 1 have receiv'd

New-dated letters from Northmnberlojid'y

Their cold intent, tenure and fubftance, thus :

—
Here doth he wifti his perfon, with fuch powers
As might hold fortance with his quality.

The which he could not levy ; whereupon
He i5 retired, to r pe his growing fortunes.

To Scotland : and concludes in hearty prayers,

.That your attempts may over-live the hazard.

And fearTul meeting of their opposite.

Mopy. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground.
And dafii themfelves to pieces.

Enter a Meffenger.

Has. Now, what nevv'S

Mef. Weft of this foreft, fcarcely off a mile.

In goodly form come on the enemy :

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number
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Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousands

Mow, The joil proportion that we gave them out;

Let us Tway on, and face them in the field.

E7iter Westmoreland.
Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us herq I

Mow. I think, it is iny lord of WeJ^moreland.

VVls. Health and fair greeting from our general,

Tlie prince, lord John., and duke of Lancafter.

Arch. Say on, my lord q'[ Wejimorshindi in peace;

What doth concern your cording ?

Wes, Then, my lord,

Unto your grace do 1 in chief addrefs

The fabftance of my fpeech. If that rebellion

Came like itfelf, in bafe and abje£l routs.

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage.

And counter! anc'd by boys, and beggary ;

1 fay, if damn'd commotion fo appear'd.

In his true, native, and moil proper fliape,

YotJ, reverend father, and these Doble lords.

Had not been here, to drefs the ugly form
Of bafe and bloody infurredlion

With your fair honours. You, lord archbifhop,

—

Whose fee is by a civil peace maintaln'd ;

Whose beard the filver hand of peace hath touch'd ;

Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd ;

Whose white inveflments figure innocence.

The dove and very bleifed Spirit of peace,

—

Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate yourfeif.

Out of the fpeech of peace, that bears fuch grace.

Into the harfti and boift'rous tongue of war?
Turning yocr books to glaives, your ink to blood.

Your pens to lances ; and your tongue divine

J 7 appeare 3' grsives

Z4
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To a loud trumpet, and a point of war?
j^rch. Wherefore do I this ?— fo the queftion Hands.

Briefly, to this end :— We are all diseas'd ;

And, with our furfeiting, and wanton hours.

Have brought ourfelves into a burning fever,

And we mull bleed for it : of which disease.

Our late king, Richard, being infedled, dy'd.

But, my moll noble lord of VVeJimoreland

y

I take not on me Irere as a physician

;

Kor do I, as an enemy to peace,

Troop in the throngs of military men :

But, rather, fhew a while like fearful war.

To diet rank minds, fick of happinefs ;

And purge the obllruflions, which begin to Hop
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly.

J have in equal balance jullly weigh'd

What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we fufFer,

And hnd our griefs heavier than our ofrences.

We fee which way the llream of time doth run,

And are cnforcM from our moft quiet fphere

By the rough torrent of occasion :

And have the fummary of all our griefs.

When tiiije fhall ferve, to Hiew in articles

;

Which, long ere this, we ofFer'd to the king.

And might by no fuit gain our audience :

When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs,

We are deny'd accefs unto his perfon

Even by those men that moll have done us wrong.

The dangers of the days but newly gone,

(Whose memory is written on the earth

With yet-appearing blood) and the examples

Of every minute's iniiance, (present now)

quiet there
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Have put us in these ill-befeeming arms

:

Not to break peace, or any branch of it ;

But to eltablifti here a peace indeed,

Concurring both in name and quality.

PFes. When ever yet was your appeal denyM ?

Wherein have you been galled by the king ?

What peer hath been fuborn'd to grate on you ?

That you fnould feal this lawlefs bloody book
Of forg'd rebellion with a feal divine,

And confecrate commotion's bitter edge?

Arch. My brother general, \_Jhe^ing Mowbray.] the

common-wealth ;

To brother born an houlhold cruelty

I make my quarrel in particular.

IVes. There is no need of any fuch redrefs

;

Or, if there were, it not belongs to you.

Moj'F. Why not to him, in part ; and to us all,

That feel the bruises of the days before ;

And fufFer the condition of these times

To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours ?

tVES. O my good lord Mo^hrayy
Conftrue the times to their necellities.

And you (hall fay indeed,— it is the time.

And not the king, that doth you injuries.

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me,
Either from the king, or in the present time.

That you fhouid have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on : Were you not rellor'd

To all the duke of Norfolk's figniories.

Your noble and right vvell-remember'd father's?

MofV. What thing, in honour, had my father loft,

I Hath
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That need to be reviv'd, and hxzz'CiCd, in me f

The king, that lov'd him, as the fiate Hood then,

V/as, force perforce, compell'd to banifii kira :

^nd then, when Harry Bolinghrske, zn^ he,

—

Being mounted, and both rouzed in their feats.

Their neighing coarfera daring of the fpur.

Their armed ftaves in charge, their beavers down.
Their eyes of fire fparkling through fights of fteel,

i\nd the loud trumpet blowing them together ;

Then, then, when there was nothing could iiavc ilay*d

My father from the breaft of Bolinghroke,

O, then the kinp- did throw his warder dowu*
His own life hang upon the IrarF he threw :

Then threw he down himfelf ; and all their lives.

That, by indidment^ and by dint of fword.

Have fince mifcarry'd under Bolinghroks. [what :

IVe3. Yoa fpeak, lord Ma^jjlray^ nov/ yoa know not

The duke oi Hersfcrd was reputed then

3n England the moll valiant gentleman ;

Who knows, on whom fortune would then have fmird?
But, if your father had been viftor there.

He ne'er had born it out of Coventry :

For all the country, m a general voice,

Cry'd hate apon him ; and all their prayers, and lovff,

"Were fet on Hereford, \\'\iom they doted on.

And bleff'd, and grac'd indeed, more than the king.

But this is meer digreilion from n^y purpose.

Here come i from oor princely general.

To know your griefs ; to teii yo^ from his grace.

That he will give you audience : and wherein

It fhall appear, that your demands are juft,

Ycu &ali enjoy them ; every thing fet off,

3 foic'd 4 Rimy is -wheu fhe tari of grac c', njii i'A
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That might fo much as hint you enemies.

Moiv. But he hath forc'd us to compel ihis ofFer

;

And it proceeds from policy, not love.

Wes. Monvbray, you over-ween, to take it fo ;

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear:

For, lo, within a ken our army lies ;

Upon mine honour, all too confident

To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours.

Our men more perfedl in the ufe of arras,

Our armour all as ftrong, our cause the bell

;

Then reason wills, our hearts fliould be as good:*^
Say you not then, our offer is compell'd.

Moiv. Well, by my will, we ftiall admit no parley.

Wes, That argues but the (hame of your offence ;

A rotten cafe abides no handling.

Has. Hath the prince John a full commilfion.

In very ample virtue of his father,

To hear, and abfolutely to determine

Of what conditions we fhall Hand upon ?

Wes. That is intended in the general's name:
I muse, you make fo flight a queftion.

Jrch. Then take, my lord of WefimoreJand, this =j=

fchedule ;

For this contains our general grievances :

—
Each feveral article herein redreff'd;

All members of our cause, both here and hence,

That are infmew'd to this a£lion.

Acquitted by a true fubftantial form;
And present execution of our wills

To us, and to our purposes, confirm'd;

We come within our lawful banks again,

I as ihinke you 12, will 3' confined 3i awfull
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And knit oar powers up to the arm of peace.

This wili I fliew the general. Please yoo, lords,

]n fjght of both our battles we may meet:
And either end in peace, (which heaven fo framel)

Or to the place of difference call the fwords
Which miiil decide it.

Arc!?. My lord, we will do fo. We 5.

/Vow^. There is a thing within my bosom, tells me.
That no conditions of oar peace can Itand.

Has, Fear you not that: if we can make our peace

Upon fuch large terms, ard fo abfolute,

As OT]r condi lions fcali infiit upon.

Our peace fliail lland as firm as rocky moantains.

Mow. Ay, but our valuation liiali be fuch.

That every flight and falfe-derived cause.

Yea, every idle, nice, and v/anton reason,

Shrd], to the king, tafte of this a£tion:

That, wt-re our royai faiths martyrs in iove,

W^e Ihall be uinnow'd with fo rough a wind.

That even our corn fcall feem as light as chafF,

And good from bad find no partition.

Arch. No, no, my lord; Note this,— the king is weary
Of dainty and fuch picking grievances:

For jie hath found,— to end one doubt by death.

Revives two greater in the heirs of life.

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean ;

And keep no tell-tale to his memory.
That may repeat and hiftory his lofs

To new remembrance: For full well he knows.

He cannot fo precifely weed this land

As hi-i mi/doubts present occasion

:

His foes are fo enrooted with his friends.

+ At either ^2. coDfift
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That, plucking to unfix an enemy.
He doth unfarten To, and fiiake a frienci.

So that this land, like an ofFenfive wife,

That hath enragM him on to offer ftrokes ;

As he is ftriking, holds his infant up,

And hangs resolv'd corredion ii\ the arm
That was uprear'd to execution.

Has. Beildes, the king hath wafcd all his rois

On lale offenders, that he now doth lack

The very inllruments of chailisement:

So that his power, like to a fanglefs iion,

May ofFer, but not hold.

Jrch. *Tis very true :

And therefore be afTur'd, ray good lord marllial.

If we do now make our atonement well.

Our peace will, like a broken limb united.

Grow ftronger for the breaking.

Mow. Be it fo.

Here is return'd my lord of We.JImoreland.

Re-enter Westmoreland.
We^. The prince is here at hand : Pieaseth your lord- -

(hip, [/<7Movv.

To meet his grace juft diftance 'tween our armies f

Mov/,yiy lord of York, in God's name then fet fcir-

ward.

Arch. Before, and greet his grace: ray lord, we come.

\Exeunt,

SCENE 11, The fame. Another Part of it.

An open 'Tent ftt up ; Ser-vanis attsn^iing. Trumpets.

Enter,from one Side, Mow dray, attended ; aferivardsy

the Archbifhop,H A s t i n G^^and Others :frcm th^ other Stde,
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Prince Joh n of Lancafter, and Westmoreland;
Ojpcers^ and Others, nxjiih them.

Pr.J. You are well encounter'd here, my cousin Moxv-
hray :

Good day to yoii, gentle lord archbifnop ;

And fo to you, lord Hafiings, and to all._

My lord oiTcrk, it better ihew'd with you.

When that your flock, afiembl'd by the bell,

Encircl'd you, to hear with reverence

Your exposition on the holy text;

Than now to fee you here an iron man,
Chearing a rout of rebels with your drum,
Turning the word to fword, and life to death.

That man, that fits within a monarch's heart.

And ripens in the fun-fhine of his favour.

Would he abuse the countenance of the king.

Alack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach.

In fhadow of fuch grertnefs ! With you, lord biftiop.

It is even fo : Who hath not heard it fpoken.

How deep you were within the books of God?
To us, the fpeaker in his parliament;

To us, the imagin'd voice of God himfelf;

The very opener, and intelligencer,

Between the grace, the fan£tities of heaven,

And our dull workings: O, who fhall believe.

But you mifuse the reverence of your place;

Em.ploy the countenance and grace of heaven.

As a falfe favourite doth his prince's name,

Jn deeds difhonourable : You have taken up.

Under the counterfeited zeal of God,
The fubjcfls of his fubftitute, my father;

And, both againfl the peace of heaven and him.

imagine
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Have here up-fwarm'd them,

Arch. Good my lord of Lancajfer,

I am not here againil your flither's peace:

Bi;.t, as I told my lord Oti Weftmordand.,

The time mif-order'd doth, in cornmon fenfe.

Croud us, and cruih us, to this monftrous form.

To hold our fafety up. I fent your grace

The parcels and particulars of our g-rief;

The v/hich have been with fcorn ihov'd from the court.

Whereon this HydrffAon of war is born

:

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charmM afieep.

With grant of our mofl: juft: and right desires;

And true obedience, of this madnefs cur'd,

Stoop tamely to the foot of majedy.

Mow. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes

To the laft man.
HAt. And though we here fall down.

We have fupplies to fecond oor attempt

;

If they mifcarry, theirs fliail fecond them

:

And fo, fuccefs of mifchief fliall be born ;

And heir from heir fhall hold this quarrel up.

Whiles England fiiall have generation.

Pr.J. You are too (hallow, Haftinvs, much too fhallovv.

To found the bottom of the after- times.

Wes. Pleaseth your grace, to anfvver them direftly,

Kov/ far-forth you do like their articles?

Pr.J. I like them all, and do allow them well:

And fwear here by the honour of my blood.

My father's purposes have been mi Hook;

And fome about him have too lavifhly

Wre.fi:ed his meaning, and authority

—

My lord, these griefs fliall be with fpeed redre/T'd

;

9 hath been
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Upon my life, they fhall. If this may please you,

Difcharge your powers unto their feveral counties.

As we will ours: and here, between the armies^

Let's drink together friendly, and embrace;
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home.
Of our reilored lov-e, and amity.

Arch, I take your princely word for these redreffes*

Pr.y. I give it you, and will maintain my word:
And thereupon I drink unto your grace.

[^drijiks, and ginjes the Cup to the Archhijhop.

Has. Go, captain, [to an Officer. '\
and deliver to the

army
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part:

J know, it will well please them; Hie thee, captain.

[Exit Officer,

Arch. To you, my noble lord of Wejimoreland.

[drinksy and gi'ves to Weft.

We^. I pledge your grace: And, if you knew what
pains

I have beftow'd, to breed this present peace.

You would drink freely: but my love to you
Shall fliew itfelf more openly hereafter.

Arch. I do not doubt you.

Web. I am glad of it

Health to my lord, and gentle cousin, Monvhray. ,

[drinks^ and gi'ves to Mow.
Mqw.Yow wiih me health in very happy feason;

For I am, on the fudden, fomething ill.

Arch. Againft ill chances, men are ever merry;

But heavinefs fore-runs the good event.

Web, Therefore be merry, coz; \to Mow.] fince fud-

den forrow

21 to ye
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Serves to fay thus,—Some good thing conies to-morrow.

Jrch. Believe me, I am paffing light in fpirit.

MoJ^'.^o much the worfe, if your own rule be true.

[Shoufs within,

Fr.J. The word of peace is render'd; Hark, how
they (hout

!

Mo This had been chearful, after viflory.

u^rc^. A peace is of the nature of a conqueft;

For then both parties nobly are fubdu'd.

And neither party loser.

Pr.J. Go, my lord,

And let our army be difcharged too— [Exit Wes*
And, good my lord, fo please you, let your trains

March by us; that we may peruse the men.
We fhould have cop'd withal.

Jrch. Go, good lord Ha/IingSy

And, ere they be difmifT'd, let them march by.

[^Exit Has.
Pr.J. I truft, lords, we (hall lye to-night together ,

Re-enter Westmoreland,
Now, cousin, wherefore ftands our army ftill?

Wes. The leaders, having charge from you to Hand,

Will not go off until they hear you fpeak.

Pr.J. They know their duties.

Re-enter Hastings.
Has. My lord, [to the Arch.'\ our army is difperf'd al-

ready :

Like youthful fteers unyok'd, they take their courfes

Eaft, wed:, north, fouth ; or like a fchool broke up.

Each hurries towards his home, and fporting place.

Wes. Good tidings, my lord Hajiings\ for the which
I do arrefl: thee, traitor, of high treason

»3 let our

Vo L. y.
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And you, lord archbiihop, and you, lord Mcnvlray,

Of capital treason I attach you both.

ikfo^r.Is this proceeding juft and honourable?

^ES. Is your aflembly fo?

Arch. Will you thus break your faith?

Pr.y. I pawn'd thee none

:

I promis'd you redrefs of these fame grievances,

Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine honour,

I will perform with a moft chrillian care.

But, for you, rebels,— look to tafte the due

Meet for rebellion, and fuch a£ls as yours.

Moft fhallowly did you these arms commence,
Fondly brought here, and fooliftily fent hence.

Strike up our drums, purfue the fcatter'd ftray;

[DrumSi and Exeunt Officers.

Heaven, and not we, hath fafely fought to-day.

Some guard these traitors to the block of death;

Treason's true bed, and yielder up of breath. \Exeunt*

SCENE 111. The fame. Another Part.

Drums. Excurfionsy and PartiesJiying. Enter

F .4 Ls I A F F , and Co L E V I L E , meeting.

Fal. What's your name, fir? of what condition are

you; and of what place, I pray ?

Col, I am a knight, fir? and my name is^ Co/e'vi/e

of the dale.

FjiL. Well then, Cole'vile is your name; a knight is

your degree ; and your place, the dale : Cole-vile (hall ftill

be your name; a traitor your degree; and the dungeon
your place,— a place deep enough; fo fliall you be Hill,

Cole'vile of the dale.

Col. Are not you i\r John FalJlaffP
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Fjl. As good a man as he, fir, whoe'er I am. Do
ye yield, fir? or (hall I fweat for your If I do fweat,

they are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy

death t therefore rouze up fear and trembling, and do
observance to my mercy.

Col. I think, yoj are fir John Faljiaff-y and, in that

thought, yield me.

FjiL. 1 have a whole fchool of tongues in this belly

of mine; and not a tongue of them all, fpeaks any other

word than my name. An I had but a belly of any in-

difterency, I were fimply the moil adlive fellow ia

Europe: My womb, my womb, my womb undoes me I—,

Here comes our general.

Driwis. Efiter Pn/7ce John, mid Forces ;

Welluiordand, and Oihers.

Pr.y. The heat is part, follow no farther now;__
Call in the powers, good cousin Wejitnoreland.

{^Exit Wefl.

Now, Falftaff, where have you been all this while?

When every thing is ended, then you come:—
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life,

One time or other break fome gallows' back.

Fal. I would be forry, my lord, but it fliould be thus:

I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the re-

ward of valour. Do you think me a Avaliow, an arrov/,

or a bullet ? have I, in my poor and old motion, the ex-

pedition of thought? I have fpeeded hither with the

very extreamefl inch of polTibility; I have founder'd

nine-fcore and odd ports: and here, travel- tainted as I

am, have, in my pure and immaculate valour, taken fir

yohn Cokvile of the dale; a mod furious knight, and
valorous enemy: But what of that.^ he faw me, and yiel-
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ded; that I may jaftly fay with the hook-nos'd fellow

of Rome,— I came, faw, and overcame,

Pr J. It was more of his courtefy than your deserving.

Fal. I know not; here he is, and here I yield him:
and I befeech your grace, let it be book'd with the reft

of this day's deeds; or, by the lord, I will have it in a

particular ballad elfe, with mine own pifture on the top

of it, Colenjile kifijng my foot : To the which courfe if f

be enforced, if you do not all fnewlike gilt tv.'O pences

to me; and I, in the clear fKv of fame, o'er-fhine you
as much as the full moon doth the cinders of the ele-

ment, which fhew like pins' heads to her; believe not

the word of the noble: therefore let me have right, and

let desert mount.

Pr.J. Thine's too heavy to mount.

Fal. Let it fhine then.

Pr.J. Thine's too thick to fhine.

Fal Let it do fomething, my good lord, that may
do me good, and call it what you will.

Pr.J. Is thy v\2Lm^Colen;ileP
'

Col. It is, my lord.

Pr.J. A famous rebel art thou, Cok^oile.

Fal. And a famous true fubjedl took him.

Col, I am, my lord, but as my betters are.

That led me hither: had they been rul'd by me.

You fhould have won them dearer than you have.

Fal. I know not how they fold themfelves: but thou,

like a kind fellow, gav'ft thyfelf away ; and I thank thee

for thee.

Re-enter Westmoreland.
Pr.J. Now, have you left purfuit.''

Wes. Retreat is made, and execution flay'd.
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Tr.J. Send Colenjile !;ere, with his confederates.

To Tork, to present execution :

Blunt, lead him hence ; and fee you guard him fure._

\^Exeunt Some uoith Colevile,
And now difpatch we toward the court, my lords

;

J hear, the king my father is fore fick

:

Our news (hall go before us to his majefty,__

Which, cousin, you (hall bear, to comfort him;
And we with fober fpeed will follow you.

F^L. My lord, [ befeech you, give me leave logo
through Glofterjhire: and, when you come to court, ftand

my good lord in your good report.

Pr.y. Fare you well, Fal/iaf: I, in my condition,.

Shall better fpeak of you than you deserve.

[Exeunt All hut FalftafF.

Fal. I would, you had the wit; 'twere better than

your dukedom—Good faith, this fame young fober-

blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man cannot make
him laugh ; — but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine.

There's never any of these demure boys come to any
proof: for thin drink doth fo over- cool their blood, and
making many fifli-meals, that they fall into a kind of

male green-ficknefs; and then, when they marry, they

get wenches: they are generally fools, and cowards;—
which feme of us fliould be too, but for inflammation.

A good fherris-fack hath a two- fold operation in it. It

afcends me into the brain; dries me there all the foolifh,

and dull, and crudy vapours which environ itt makes
it apprehenfive, quick, forgetive, full of nimb'C, fiery,

and delegable fliapes ; which deliver'd o'er to the voice,

(the tongue) which is the birth, becomes excellent wit.

The fecond property of your excellent fherris, is,~the

Aa 3
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warming of the blood; which, before cold and fettl'd,

left the liver white and pale, w hich is the badge of pu-
fillanimity and cowardice: bat the fherris warms it, and
makes it courfe from the inwards to the parts extream

:

It illumineth the face; which, as a beacon, gives warn-

ing to all the reft of this little kingdom, man, to arm :

and then the vital commoners, and inland petty fpirits,

inuller me all to their captain, the heart; who, great,

and puft up with his retinue, doth any deed of courage;

and this valour cornes of fherris: So that fiiill in the

weapon is nothing, without fack ; for that fets it a-work :

and learning, a meer hoard of gold kept by a devil

;

'till fack commences it, and fets it in adl and ufe. Here-

of comes it, that prince Harry is valiant: for the cold

blood he did naturajiy inherit of his father, he hath,

like lean, fteril, and bare land, manured, husbanded,

and tilled, with excellent endeavour of drinking good
(and good fiore of) fertil iherris; that he is become very

hot, and valiant. If I had a thousand fons, the- firft hu-

mane principle I would teach them, fhould be,— to for-

fwear thin potations, and to addict themfelves to fack.-»

Etiicr Eardolph.
How now, Bardolpb?

B^R. The army is difcharged all, and gone.

Fal. Let ihem go I'll through Glcjhrpire; and there

will I visit mafter Robert Shallow efquiie: 1 have him
already tempering between my finger and my thumb,
and ftiortiy will 1 feal with him. Come away. \_Exeunt.

SCENE IV. WenminRer. J Room in the Palace.

£tiicr King Henry; the Princes, Thomas, Humphrey,
his Sens ; Earl of VV a r w i c ai:d Others.

4 extreames
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K.H. Now, lords, if heaven doth give fuccefsful end

To this debate that bleedeth at our doors.

We will our youth lead on to higher fields,

And draw no fwords but what are fandify'd.

Our navy is addrefT'd, our power colleded.

Our fubftitutes in abfence well inverted,

And every thing lies level to our wifh :

Only, we want a little perfonal ftrength ;

And pause us, 'till these rebels, novV afoot.

Come underneath the yoke of government.

WAR.^oth. which, we doubt not but your majefty

Shall foon enjoy.

K. H. Humphrey^ my fon of Glo/Ier,

Where is the prince your brother ?

Pr.H, I think, he's gone to hunt, my lord, at Wind/or,

K.H. And how accompany'd ?

Pr.H. I do not know, my lord.

K. H. Is not his brother, Thomas ofClarence, with him ?

Pr.H. No, my good lord ; he is in presence here,

Pr.T. What would my lord and father?

K. H. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence*

How chance, thou art not with the prince thy brother

;

He loves thee, and thou doll negled him, Thomas \

Thou haft a better place in his affedion.

Than all thy brothers: cherifh it, my boy ;

And noble offices thou may'ft effed

Of mediation, after I am dead,

Between his greatnefs and thy other brethren

Therefore, omit him not ; blunt not his love;

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace,

By feeming cold, or carelefs of his will.

For he is gracious, if he be observ'd

;

A a 4
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He hath a tear for pity, and a hand
Open as day for melting charity

:

Yet notwithftanding, being incenf'd, he's flint

;

As humorous as winter, and as fudden

As flaws congealed in the fpring of day.

His temper, therefore, muft be well observ'd :

—
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth :

But, being moody, give him line and fcope;

'Till that his paffiont, like a whale on ground.

Confound themfelves with working. Learn this, Thomasi

And thou ftialt prove a flielter to thy friends

;

A hoop of gold, to bind thy brothers in;

That the united veflel of their blood,

Mingl'd with venom of fuggeftion,

(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in)

Shall never leak, though it do work as ftrong

As aconitum^ or rafli gun-powder.

Pr.T, I fliall observe him with all care and love.

K. H. Why art thou not at Wind/or with him, Thomas ?

Pr.T. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London.

K. H. And how accompany'd ? canft thou tell that?

Pr.T. With Poins, and other his continual followers.

K H. Moil fi-.bjc6l is the fatteil foil to weeds

;

And he, the noble image of my youth,

Is over-fpread with them : Therefore my grief

Stretches itfelf beyond the hour of death ;

The blood weeps from my heart, when 1 do fliape.

In forms imaginary, the unguided days.

And rotten times, that you ihall look upon
When I am fleeping with my anceilors.

For when his head-llrong riot hath no curb.
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When rage and hot blood are his counfellors,

When means and lavifh manners meet together,

O, with what wings fliall his affedlions fly

Towards fronting peril and oppos'd decay !

War. My graciouslord, you look beyond him quite

The prince but ftudies his companions.

Like a ftrange tongue : wherein, to gain the language,

Tis needful, that the moft immodeft word
Be look'd upon, and learn'd ; which once attaln'd.

Your highnefs knows, comes to no farther ufe,

But to be known, and hated. So, like grofs terms.

The prince will, in the perfednefs of time,

Caft off his followers : and their memory
S'hall as a pattern or a measure live.

By which his grace muft mete the lives of others

;

Turning paft evils to advantages.

K. H. 'Tis feldom, when the bee doth leave her comb
In the dead carrion. Who's here ? Wejirnoreland?

Enter Westmoreland.
Wbs, Health to my fovereign! and new happinefs

Added to that that I am to deliver!

Prince John, your fon, doth kifs your grace's hand :

Monjjbray, the bilTiop Scroop, Hajiings, and all.

Are brought to the correction of your law ;

There is not now a rebel's fword unfticath'd,

But peace puts forth her olive every where.

The manner how this adion hath been born.

Here, at more leisure, may your highnefs read ;

\kneeh, and gi ves a Packet.

With every courfe, in his particular.

K.H. O II'cjlmoreland, thou art a fnmmer bird,

Which ever in the haunch of winter fmgs
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The lifting up of day. Look ! here's more news.

Enter Harcourt.
Har. From e^nemies heaven keep your majefty ;

And, when they frand againft you, may they fall

As those that I am come to tell you of!

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph,

"With a great power of Eyiglijh, and of Scets^

Are by the flieriff of Yorkjhire overthrown :

The manner and true order of the fight,

This packet, please it you, contains at large.

\kneels, and deli'vers ii.

K. H. And wherefore fliould these good news make
me fick ?

Will fortune never come with both hands full.

But write her fair words llill in fouleft letcers^

She either gives a ftomack. and no food,

—

Such are the poor, in health; or elfe a feaft.

And takes away the ftomack,— fuch are the rich.

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.

I fliouLl rejoice now at this happy news ;

And now my fight fails, and my brain is giddy:—
O me! come near me, now I am much ill.

[Jinksy andfalls into a Fit.

Pr.H. Comfort, your majelly \

Pr T. O my royal father!

M'es. My fovercign lord, chear upyourfelf, look up I

War Be patient, princes; you do know, these fits

Are with his highnefs very ordinary.

Stand from him, give him air; he'll flraight be well.

Pr.T. No, no; he cannot long hold out these pangs:

The incefiant care and labour of his mind
Hath wrought the mure, that fliould confine it in.
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So thin, that life looks through, and will break out.

Pr.H.'Vhe people fear me; for they do observe

Unfathered heirs, and loathly births of nature :

The feasons change their manners; as the year

Had found fome months afleep, and leap'd them over.

Pr.T. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between:

And the old folk (time's doting clironicles)

Say, it did fo a little time before

That our great grandlire, Edivard^ fick'd and dyM.
War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers.

i?r.//. This apoplexy will, certain, be his end.

K H. I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence

Into fome other chamber : foftly, pray.

[^Attendant St and Lordsy take the King tip ; con-uey

hi?n into an inner Room^ and lay him upon a Bed.

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends;

Unlefs fome dull and favourable hand
Will whifper musick to my weary fpirit.

War. Call for the musick in the other room.

[to an Att. ^ho goes out.

K. H. Set me the crown upon my pillow here.

Pr.T. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.
War. Lefs noise, lefs noise.

Enter the Prince.

Pri. Who faw the duke o't Clarence?

Pr.T. 1 am here, brother, full of heavinefs.

Pri. How now ! rain within doors, and none abroad 1

How doth the king

Pr. II Exceeding ill.

Pri. Heard he the good news yet?

Tell it him.

Fr.H.lA^ in tcIXi; ant! alter'd much
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Upon the hearing it.

Pri. If he be fick

With joy, he will recover without physlck.

War.'^qX. fo much Koise, my lords: fweet prince,

fpeak low

;

The kir.g your father is difpos'd to fleep.

Pr.T, Let us withdraw into the other room.
War. Wilt please your grace to go along with us?

Pri, No; I will fit and watch here by the king._

[ Exeunt, leaving the Prince,

Why doth the crown lye there upon his pillow,

Eeing fo troublefome a bed-fellow?

O poiiiird perturbation, golden care.

That keep'il the ports of llumber open wide
To many a watchful night! fleep with it now!
Yet not fo found, and half fo deeply fweet.

As he, whose brow, with homely biggen bound.
Snores out the watch of night. O majefty,

"VVhen thou dofl pinch thy bearer, thou doll fit

Like a rich ajmour worn in heat of day.

That fcalds with fafety. By his gates of breath

There lies a downy feather, which flirs not:

Did he fufpire, this light and weightlefs down
Perforce mull: move. My gracious lord! my father!

\caUhig Icud, andJlirring him.

This ilecp is found indeed ; this is a fleep.

That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd

So mriny EyigUJI:) kings. Thy due, from me,
]s tears, and heavy fcrrows of the blood;

Which nature, love, and filial tendernefs.

Shall, o dear father, pay thee plenteouHy :

\knccis^ a?id kijfes him,

ii fcaldft

\
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My due, from thee, is this imperial crown;
{taking itfrom the Pillow,

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood,

Derives itfelf to me. Lo, here it fits :

—
{putting it upon his Hea-I,

Which heaven fhall guard: And put the world's whole

Itrength

Into one giant arm, it fliall not force

This lineal honour from me; This from thee

Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. [Exit,

K.H, Warivick! GloJIer! Clarence! \jwaking»

Re-enter WATiwiCK, and the rejiy hajlily,

Pr.T.Doxh. the king call?

War, What would your majefly? How fares yourgrace?

K. H. Why did you leave me here alone, my lords ?

Pr. T. We left the prince my brother here, my liege.

Who undertook to fit and watch by you.

K. H. The prince ofWalest Where is he? let me fee him:

He is not here.

War . This door is open ; he is gone this way. [ftay'd.

Pr. H.He came not throuah the chamber where we
K. H. Where is the crown? who took it frommy pillow?

War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here.

K. H. Theprince hath ta'en it hence: go, feekhimout.

Is he fo harty, that he doth fuppose

My fleep my death ?__

Find him, my lord of Warwick \ chide him hither

—

\_Exit War,
This part of his conjoins with my disease.

And helps to end m.e—See, fons, vvhat things you are!

How quickly nature falls into revolt,
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When gold becomes her obje6l

!

For this the foolifii over-careful fathers [care.

Have broke their fleeps with thought, their brains wuh
Their bones with induftry ;

For this they have engroffed and piPd up
The canker'd heaps of ftrange-atchieved gold;

For this they have been thoughtful to invell

Their fons with arts, and martial exercises:

When, like the bee, culling from every flower

The virtuous fweets;

Packing our thighs with wax, our mouths with honey,

Vv'e bring it to the hive; we, like the bees,

Are murther'd for our pains. This bitter tafle

Yield his engrofTments to the ending father.—,

He enter W A RW J CK.

Now, where is he that will not flay fo long

*Till his friend flcknefs hath determin'd m.e?

ir^R. My lord, I found the prince in the next room,
Wafhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks;

With fuch a deep demeanour in great forrow,

That tyranny, which never quafi^'d but blood.

Would, by beholding him, have wafli'd his knife

With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

K.H. But wherefore did he take away the crown?
Re-enter Prince.

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry:

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone.

[Exeruit War. a?2J the rejl,

Pri. I never thought to hear you fpeak again.

K-H. Thy wifli was father, Harry^ to that thought:

I flay too long by thee, I weary thee.

Dofl thou fo hunger for my empty chair,

3 thoughts " our Thi^!:e$ packt hive ; and like 14- Veddc
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That thou wilt needs inveil thee with mine honours
Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliOi youth!

Thou Teek'il the greatnefs that will overwhelm thee.

Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity-

Is held from falling with fo weak a wind.

That it will quickly drop: my day is dim.

Thou hall fioln that, which, after fome few hour*.

Were thine without offence; and, at my death,

Thou hall feal'd up my expectation:

Thy life did manifeil, thou lov'dil me not;

And thou wilt have me die affured of it.

Thou hid'fl; a thousand daggers in thy thoughts;

Which thou haft whetted on thy fiony heart,

To ftab at half an hour of my trail life.

What! can ft thou not forbear me half an hour?

Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyfelf;

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear.

That thou art crowned, not that [ am dead.

Let all the tears that lliould bedew my hearfe.

Be drops of balm, to fandify thy head:

Only compound me with forgotten duft ;

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms.
Pluck down m.y officers, break my decrees;

For now a time is come to mock at form,

Harry the fifth is crown'd : Up, vanity!

Down, royal ftate ! all you fage counfellors, hence;'

And to the Enghjh court affemble now,

From every region, apes of idlenefs!

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your fcum:

Have you a ruffian, that will fwear, drink, dance.

Revel the night; rob, murther, and commit
The oldeft fins the neweft kind of ways ?



90 The fecorJVart of

Be happy, he will trouble you no more:
England '^\'^\ double gild his treble guilt;

England fhall give him office, honour, m.ight:

For the fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks

The muzzle of reftraint, and the wild dog
Shall flelh his tooth in every innocent.

0 my poor kingdom, fick with civil blows!

When that my care could not withhold thy riots.

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care?

O, thou wilt be a wildernefs again,

Peopl'd with wolves, thy old inhabitants!

Pri. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my tears.

The moift impediments unto my fpeech,

1 had fore-ftaird this dear and deep rebuke

;

Ere you with grief had fpoke, and I had heard

The courfe of it fo far. There is your crown;
\_kneeling, and presetiting

And He that wears the crown immortally,

Long guard it yours ! If 1 afFefl it more.

Than as your honour, and as your renown.

Let me no more from this obedience rise;

Which my moil: true and inward-duteous fpirit

Teacheth, this profirate and exterior bending!

Heaven witnefs with me, when I here came in,

And found no courfe of breath within your majefly.

How cold it ftrook my heart ! if I do feign,

O, let me in my present wildnefs die;

And never live to fhew the incredulous world

The noble change that I have purposed !

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,

(And dead almoft, my liege, to think you wc;e)

1 fpake unto the crown, as having fenfe.
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And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending^

Hathfed upon the body of my father ;

Therefore, thou, bejl ofgold, art nvorf ofgold.

Other, lefs fine in carrat^ is more precious,

Presern}ing life in medUine potable :

But thou, nioft fine, tnofi honour''d, moft reno'von'd,

Hajl eat thy bearer up. Thus, my moft royal iiege.

Accusing it, I put it on my head;

To try with it,— as with an enemy.
That had before my face marther'd my father,""

The quarrel of a true inheritor.

But it it did infed my blood with joy.

Or fvyell my thoughts to any ftrain of pride; i

If any rebel or vain fpirit of mine
Did, with the leaft affedlion of a welcome.
Give entertainment to the might of it

;

Let God for ever keep it from my head!

And make me as the poorell valTal is,-

That doth with avv'e and terror kneel to it!

K. H. O my fon !

Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence

;

That thou might'ft win the more thy father's love,

Pleading fo wisely in excufe of it.

Come hither, Harry, fit thou by my bed;

And hear, T think, the very lateft counfel

That ever I (hall breath. Heaven knows, my Ton,

By what by-paths, and indireil crookM-vvays,

I met this crown; and I myfelf know well,

How troublefome it fat upon my head:
To thee it Ihall defcend with better quiet.

Better opinion, better confirmation;

For all the foil of the atchievement goes

Vol, V. Bb
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With me into the earth. It fecm'd in me.

But as an honour fnatch'd with boiil'rous hand;
And 1 had many living, to upbraid

My gain of it by their afiiliances;

Which daily grew to quarrel, and to blood-lhed,

Wounding fupposed peace : all these bold fears,

Thou fee'lf, with peril 1 have anfwered :

—
Por all my reign hath been but as a fcene,

Afting that argument ; and now my death

Changes the mode: for what in me was purchaf'd.

Falls upon thee in a more fairer fort,

And thou the garland wear'ft fucceffively.

Yet, thougii thou Itand'il more fure than I could do.

Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green

;

And all thy friends, which thou mull: make thy friends.

Have but their Rings and teeth newly ta'en out:

By whose fell working 1 was firft- advanc'd ;

And by whose power 1 well might lodge a fear.

To be again difplac'd :
— which to avoid,

I cut them off: and had a purpose now.

To lead out many to the holy land;

Left reft, and lying ftill, might make them look

Too near into my lla^e. Therefore, my Harry

^

Be it thy courfe, to busy giddy minds

"With foreign quarrels; that adion, hence born out,

May wafte the memory of the former days.

More would 1, but my lungs are wafted fo,

That ftrength of fpeech is utterly deny'd me.

How 1 came by the crown, o, God forgive !

And grant it may with thee in true peace live 1

Pri. My gracious liege,

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me;

»o mcodc I* So thou *3 unto
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Then plain, and right, muft my posseflion he".

Which I, with more than with a common pain,

'Gainft all the world will rightfully maintain.

Enter Prince ]ohn, Warwick, Lords,

and Others.

K H. Look, look, here comes my John of Lancajler.

Pr.J. Health, peace, and happinef?, to my royal rather!

K, H. Thou bring'll me happinefs, and peace, fon

John ;

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown

From this bare, wither'd trunk: upon thy fight.

My worldly businefs makes a period.—.

Where is my lord of Warwick?
Pri. My lord oi Warwick!
ILH. Doth any name particular belong

Unto the lodging where 1 firfc did fwoon .''

War. 'Tis z^Vd^Jerusalenh my noble lord.

K. H. Laud be to God !_even there my life mult end.

It hath been prophefy'd to me many years,

I Ihoald not die but mjerusalem-y

Which vainly I fappos'd, the holy land :

—
But, bear me to that chamber; there I'll lye;

111 that Jerusalem (hall Harry die.

[^Exeunt, bearing cut the Kit:

ACT V.

SCENE 1. Gloderfhire. Hallin ShaWow's Hou/e.

Enter Shallow, Falstafj^", Page, and Bardolph.

Sha. By cock and pye, fir, you fiiall not away to«

KJght.—What, Z)^;z;j, 1 fay!

E b 2
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Fal, You mufi excuse me, m2&tv Robert Shaikh.
Sua. I will not excuse you ; you (hall not be excus'd ;

cxcufes {hall not be admitted; there is no excufe fhall

ferve ; you fliall not be excus'd Why, Da^vy!

Enter D AY Y.

Dav. Here, fir.

Sha. Dwoy, Da-vy, Da^jy^—Xct me fee, Da^vy ; let me
fee: William cook, bid him come hither. Six John

^

you fhall not be excus'd.

Marry, fir, thus;— those precepts cannot be
ferv'd : and again, fir,— Shall we fow the head- land with

wheat ?

Sha. With red wheat, Danjy, But for IViUiam cook

Are there no young pigeons?

Dav. Yes, fir. Here is now~|~the fmith's note, for

ihooing, and plough-irons.

Sua. Let it be cail, and pay'd:_Sir John^ you fliall

not be excus'd.

Dav. Sir, a new link to the bucket muft needs be

had: And, fir, do you mean to Hop any William^s

wages, about the fack he loil the other day at Hinckley

fair?

Sha. He fhall anfwer it:—Some pigeons, Davyy a

couple of Ihort-leg'd hens; a joint of m\itton ; and any

pretty little tiny kickdiavvs, tell William cook.

Dav. Doth the man of war ftay all night, fir ?

Sha. Yes, Da^vy. 1 will use him well ; A friend i'the

court is better than a penny in purfe. Use his men well,

Da-uy, for they are arrant knaves, and will back-bite.

Dav. No worfe than they are bitten, fir; for they

have marvellous foul linnen.

Sha. Wellconceited,Z>fl'i^. About thy businefsjD^'iyf.



King Henry IV. 95

D^y. I befeech you, fir, to countenance WHUain Visor

of Woncot againft Clement Perkes o'the hill.

Sha. There are many complaints, Da^vy^ againft

that Visor j that Visor is an arrant knave, on my know-
ledge.

Daf. I grant your worlhip, that he is a knave, fir:

but yet, God forbid, fir, but a knave fnould have fome
countenance at his friend's requert. An honeft man, fir,

is able to fpeak for himfelf, when a knave is not, 1 have

ferv'd your worfhip truly, fir, these eight years ; and if

I cannot once or twice in a quarter bear out a knave
againft an honeft man, I have but a very little credit

with your worfhip. The knave is mine honeft friend,

fir; therefore, I befeech your woriliip, let him be coun-
tenanc'd.

Sua. Goto; T fay, he (hall have no wrong. Look about,

Danjy [Exil Davy.] Where are you, fir John? Come, off

with your boots._Give me your hand, mafter Eardolph»

Bar. 1 am glad to fee your worlhip.

Sua. I thank thee with all my heart, kind mafter

Bardolph : and welcome, my tall fellow. \to the Fage.]

Come, fir John.

Fal. I'll follow you, good mafter Robert ShaUoiv.^
[ Exit Shallow.

Bardolph, look to our horfes. \_Exeunt Bar. and Page.

1

If I were faw'd into quantities, [ fliould make four

dozen of fuch bearded hermit-ftaves as mafter Shallow.

Jt is a wonderful thing, to fee the femblable coherence
of his men's fpirits and his: They, by observing of
him, do bear themfelves like foolifn juftices; he, by
converfjng with them, is turn'd into ajuftice-like ferv-

ingman : their fpirits are fo marry'd in conjundion with

17 Ke;mites

B b 3
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the participation of fociety, that they flock together

in confent, like fo many wild-geefe. If I had a fuit to

mafter Shallonuj I would humour his men, with the

imputation of being near their mafler; if to his men, I

would curry with mafter Shallonvy that no man could

better command his fervants. It is certain, that either

wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, is caught, as

men take diseases, one of another: therefore, let men
take heed of their company. L will devise matter

enough out of this Shallo^^ to keep prince Harry in

continual laughter, the wearing out of fix fafnions,

(which is four terms, or two adlions) and he fnall

laugh without inter<valluTns. O, it is much^ that a lie,

with a {light oath, and a jeft, with a fad brow, will

do with a fellow that nev>;'r had the ache in his

fhoulders! o, you fhall fee him laugh, 'till his face be

like a wet cloak ill lay'd up.

Sha. [fwsthin,'] S\y John !

Fal . I come, mafter Sballovj'j I come, mafter ZhaUonx},

SCENE II. Weftminfter. A Rooin in the Valace.

Enter Wa rwick, and the Chief Juftice,

meeting.

War How now, my lord chiefjuftice } whither away ?

Ch.J. How doth the king?

War. Exceeding well; his cares are now all ended.

Ch.J. ! hope, not dead.

WjiR. He's walk'd the way of nature;

And, to our purposes, he lives no more.

Ch.JA would, his majefty had call'd me with him:
The fervice that I truly did his life.
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Hath left me open to all injuries.

IVjiR. Indeed, I think, the young king loves you not.

Ch.JA know, he doth not; and do arm myfelf.

To welcome the condition of the time:

Which cannot look more hideoufly upon me.
Than I have drawn it in my fantafy.

Enter the threeyounger Princes, Weftmoreland,

and Others.

War. Here come the heavy iflue of dead Harry
O, that the living Harry had the temper

Of him, the worll of these three gentlemen!

How many nobles then (hould hold their places.

That muft llrike fail to fpirirs of vile fort!

Ch.y. A\a.%\ { fear, all will be over-turn'd.

Pr J. Good morrow, cousin Warnxick.

Pr. T. and H. Good morrow, cousin.

Pr.J. We meet like men that had forgot to fpeak.

War. We do remember; but our argument
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. [vy!

Pr y. Well, Peace be with him that hath made us hea^

Ch.J. Peace be with us, left we be heavier !

Pr. H. O, good my lord, you have loft a friend indeed

:

And I dare fvvear, you borrow not that face

Of feeming forrow ; it is, fure, your own.

Pr.J. Though no man be aiTur'd what grace to find.

You ftand in coldeft expectation :

I am the forrier ; 'would, 'twere otherwise.

Pr.T. Well, you muft now fpeak fir JohnFalJIafffvciYi

Which fwims againft your ftream of quality,

Ch.y. Sweet princes, what 1 did, 1 did in honour.
Led by the imperial conduft of my foul

;

And never ihall you fee, that I will beg

B b 4.
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A ragged and foreftall'd remiiuon:—
If truth and upright innocency fail me,
I'll to the king my mafter that is dead.

And tell him who hath fent me after him.
J^^i^.Here comes the prince.

Enter the neiu King, attended,

Ch.y, Good morrow; and heaven fave your majelly!

Kin. This nev/ and gorgeous garment, majefty.

Sits not fo easy on me as you think.

Brothers, }0u mix your fadnefs with Tome fear;

This is the Englijh, not the Turkijh court;

Not Amurath an Amurath fucceeds,

But Harry Harry:—Yet be fad, good brothers.

For, to fpeak truth, it very well bscomes you;

Sorrow fo royally in you appears,

That I will deeply put the faih.ion on.

And wear it in my heart. Why then, be fid:

But entertain no more of it, good brothers,

Than a joint burthen lay'd upon us all.

For me, by heaven, 1 bid you be afTur'd,

I'll be your father and ycur brother too ;

l,et me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares.

Yet weep, that Harry\ dead; and fo wiil I

:

But Harry lives, that fnall convert those tears,

By number, into hours of happinefs.

Pr. y. Sec. V/e hope no other from your mnjefly.

Kni. You all look Urangely on me:__and you moil-;

[to the Ch. Jiiji*

You are (I think) afTjr'd, I love you not.

Ch.'j, \ sns afi'ur'd, if 1 be mcasur'd rightly,

Y'^our mr:jeil:y hath no juft cause to hate me. [get

Km. No ! How might a prince of my great hopes tor-
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So great indignities you lay'd upon me ?

What! rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to prison

The immediate heir of England,! Was this easy ?

May this be wafli'd in Lethe, and forgotten ?

Ch J. 1 then did use the peifon of your father;

The image of his power lay then in me:
And, in the adminiftration of his law,

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth.
Your hJo^hnefs pleased to forget my place.

The majedy and power of iaw and juftice.

The image of the king whom I presented.

And llrook me in my very feat of judgment;
V/hereon, as an offender to your father,

I gave bold v/ay to my authority,

And did commit you. If the deed were ill.

Be you contented, wearing now the garland.

To have a fon fet your decrees at nought;

To pluck down juftice from your awful bench;

To trip the ccurfs of law, and blunt the fword

That guards the peace and fafety of your perfon

:

Nay, more ; to fpurn at your moll royal image.

And mock your workings in a fecond body.

Queilion your royal thoughts, make the cafe you

Be now the father, and propose a fon :

Hear your own dignity fo much prophan'd,

See your moft dreadful laws fo locfely flighted,

Behold yourfclf fo by a fon difdaincd ;

,

And then imagine me taking your part,

And, in your power, foft filencing your fon;
—

After this cold conllderance, fencence me;
And, as you are a king, fpeak in your llate,

—

What I have doiiC; that miratcumc my place.
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My perfon, or my liege's fovereignty.

Kiti. You are right, juftice, and you weigh this wellj

Therefore flill bear the balance, and the fvvord

:

And 1 do wifh your honours may encreafe,

'Till you do live to fee a fon of mine
Offend you, and obey you, as 1 did.

So fhali 1 live to fpeak my father's words;—
Happy am 1, that hanje a man Jo bold,

'That dares do jujiice on my proper fon : ,

j^nd not le/s happy, ha<ving fuch a Jon,

That 'would deli'ver up his greafnejs Jo

Into the hands ofjupice. You did commit me:
For which, I do comm:t into your hand
The unfiained fvvord thai you have us'd to bear;

"With this remembrance,—That you use the fame
With the like bold, juf!:, and impartial fpirit,

As you have done 'gainil me. There'f'is my hand ;

You fiiall be as a father to my youth:

My voice fhal! found as you do prompt mine ear;

And 1 will Hoop and humble my intents

To your well-praftif'd, v.ise diredlions

—

And, princes all, believe me, I befeech you;"^

My father is gone wild into his grave.

For in his tomb lye my affedlions:

And with his fpirit fadly I furvive.

To mock the expedation of the world ;

To frufirate prophefies; and to 'rafe out

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me dov»>n

After my feeming. The tide of blood in me
Flath proudly flovv'd in vanity, 'till now:

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the fea;

Where it fhall mingle with the Hate of floods.
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And flow henceforth in formal majefty.

Now call we our high court of parliament:

And let us choose (uch limbs of noble counfel.

That the great body of our ftate may go
In equal rank with the beft-goverfrd nation;

That war, or peace, or both at once, may be
As things acquainted and familiar to us;

In which you, father, fhall have foremoft hand—
[io the Ch. Jujl.

Our coronation done, we will accite

(As 1 be'^ore remember'd) all our Hate:

And (God configning to my good intent'
)

No prince, nor peer, lhall have juft cause to fay,

—

Heaven fhorten Harry's happy life one day. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. Gloflcrfhirc. Orchard cf ShaUow's Houfe.

Tahles under an Arbor. Enter 'D.WY^nvith Wine, Plates, Lz,

Jfter ivhich. Enter Shallow, haling in Sir John Fal-
staff; Silence, /ome^uhat drunk ; Bardolph,

and the Page.

Sha. Nay, you fliall fee my orchard: where, in an

arbour, we will eat a lafl: year's pippin of mine owil

graffing, with a dilh of caraways, and fo forth; come,

cousin Silence-, and fo to bed.

FuiL. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich.

Sha. Barren, barren, barren; beggars all, beggars

all, iirjohn:—marry, good air—Spread, Da^vy; fpread,

Da'vy: well faid, Davy.
Fal . This Da-vy ferves you for good ufes ; he is your

ferving-man, and your husband^maii.

Sha. A good variet, a good varlet, a very good var-

let, fir Jchu:.^By the mafs, I have drunk too much
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fack at fupper : a good varlet. Now fit downy- now fit

down : come, cousin. \jhey Jit,

SiL. Ah, firrah! cjuoth'a

We Jhall do ncihing but eat, and make good cheery

Ifinging.

u^nd praise heanjenfor the merry year \

Whenfejh is cheap, andfemales dear,

Jnd lujiy lads roam here ajid there.

So merrily, and e-ver among fa merrily.

Fal. There's a merry heart I Good mz^.zr Silence,

I'll give you a health for that anon.

Sha. Give mailer Bardclph forae wine, Da'vy.

Dav. Sweet fir, fit;— I'll be with you anon;~moft:
fweet fir, fit. Mailer page, good mailer page, fit:

Preface! \^j€afingthern at anciher 1 ahk.'\ What you want
in meat, we'll have in drink. But you mull bear; The
heart's all. {Exit.

Sha. Be merry, mailer Bardolph ; and my little Ibl-

dier there, be merry.

SiL . Be merry, he merry, my nvife has all ; [^"i^'^g*
For ivcmen are Jhre-ivs, both Jhort and tail:

'Tis m&rry in hall, 'when beards uuag all\~^

And nx-el'cojne merry fnro've-tide.

Be merry, he merry, &c.

Fal. 1 did not think, mafier Silence had been a man
of this mettle. [now.

SiL. Who I ? I have been merry twice and once, ere

Re-enter Davy.
Dav. There's a diOi of leather-coats for you.

[fettir^g them, andJome Wine, rr^c/z Bard olph'j

Sua. Danjy,—
Dav. Your worlliip?_-rilbe with youilraight—[/oBar.
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A cup of wine, fir? >

SiL . A cup of luifiey that's brijk andJiney \.fi^'g^i^g»

And drink unto the leman mine ;
—

And a merry heart li'ves long -a,

Fal. Well faid, m^^Xtr Silefice.

SiL. An we lhall be merry, now comes in the fweet

o' the night.

Fal. Health and long life to you, mister Silence

f

[^drinks, andfills to Si'ence.

- SiL. Fill the cupf and let it corner \.fi'^^^"Z'

ril pledge you a mile to the hotton}

Sua. Honeft Bardolph, welcome: If thou want'ft any
tiling, and wilt not call, befhrew thy heart. Welcome,

my littie tiny thief; [to the Page.
'\
and welcome indeed

too._ I'll drink to nvA^i^v Bardolphi [flls.l and to all

the cavaleroes about London,

Dav . I hope to fee London once ere I die.

Bar. An I might fee you thepe, Z)^zT^y,-"

Sha. You'll crack a quart together, Ha ! will you not,

mafter Eardolph?

Bar. Yea, fir, in a pottle pot.

Sha. I thank thee:—^The knave will ilick by thee,

I can affure thee that: he will not out; he is true bred.

Bar. And I'll Hick by him, fir.

Sha. Why, there fpoke a king. Lack nothing: be

merry. [Knocking heard.'] Look who's at door there:

Ho! who knocks? [Exit Davy.
Fal. Why, now you have done me right.

[to ^i\Qnze, feeing him take ojf a Bj^fnper,

SjL. Do me rights and dub me knight : [f'^g'^'^g*

Samingo— Is't not fo?

Fal, 'Tis fo.
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SiL, Is't? why, then fay, an old man can do fometvhat.

Re-enter Davy.
Djit^. An't please your worfhip, there's one Vijlol,

come from the court with news.

Fal, From the court r [rising.] let him come in._
E/!ter Pistol.

Kow now, PIJIolP

Pis. Sir Jo/jn, Tave you, fir !

Fal. What wind b!ew you hither, Pifiol?

Pis. Not the ill wind which blows no man good
Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greateft men in

the realm.

SiL. By'r-lady, I think, 'a be; but goodman Piifof
Bar/on,

Pis. Puff?
Puffin thy teeth, mod recreant coward bafe!_
^'w'John, i am thy Pijiol, and thy friend,

And helter-fkelter have I rode to thee;

And tidings do 1 bring, and lucky joys,

And golden times, and happy news of price.

Fal. I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a man of this

world.

Pis, a foutra for the world, and worldlings bafel

I fpeak of Jfricay and golden joys.

Fal, O bafe JJfyrian knight, what is thy news ?

Let king Ccphetua know the truth thereof.

SiL . And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John.

Pis. Shall dunghill curs confront the He/iccns

P

And lhall good news be bafll'd?

Then, Pi,^c/, lay thy head in furies' lap.

Sha. Honeii gentleman, I know not your breeding.

Pis. Why then, lament therefore.

10 man to gocd
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Sha. Give me pardon, fir;— If, fir, you come with

news from the court, [ take it, theic is bat two ways;

either to utter them, or to conceal them, i am, fir, un-

der the king in fon^e authority.

Pis. Under which king, Bexonian? fpeak, or die.

Sha. Under king ^/^n-jv.

Pis. Harry the fourth? or fifth?

Shj. Harry the fourth.

Pis a foutra for thine office!

Kynyohn, thy tender lambkin now is king;

Harry the fifth's the man. I fpeak the truth:

When Pi/iolW&s, do'J~this; and iig me, like

The bragging Spaniard,

Fal. What' is the old king dead?

Pis. As nail in door: the things I fpeak, are juft.

Pal. Avjzy, Bardolph; faddle my horfe. _Mafler
Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land,

'tis thine Pijicly 1 will double-charge thee with dig-

nities.

Bar. O joyful day' I would not take a knighthood

for my fortune.

Pis. What, I do bring good news?

Fal. Carry mauer Silence to bed._Mafler 5'/:;«//o-zy,

my lord Shailo'w, be what thou wilt, [ am fortune's

fleward. Get on thy boots; we'll ride all night; O
{^vtetPiJlcl!^h\ydiy ,

Bardolph. [£W/Bar.] Come, Pi/lol,

utter more to me; and, withal, devise fjmething to do
ihyfelf good Boot, boot, mailer Shallo-iv; I know, tlie

young king is fick for me. Let us take any man's horfes:

the laws o'i England are at my commandment. Happy
are they which have been my friends j And woe unto

my lord chief ju (lice!
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- Pis, Let vultnrs vile feize on his lungs alfo

!

Where is the life that late I led, fay they : .

Why, here it isy Welcome these pleasant daysl [^Exeunt,

SCENE IV. hoxidon. A Street.

^ Eiitcr a Beadle, and Others, dragging in the Hoflefs,

and Doll Tear-sheet.
Bof. No, thou arrant knave; 1 would to God, I might

die, that I might have thee hang'd : thou haft drawu
liiy fnoulder out of joint.

Bea. 1 he conftables have deliver'd her over to me ;

and fne fhall have whipping-cheer enough, I warrant

her: There haih been a man or two, lately, kili'd about

her.

DoL. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; FII

tell thee what, thou danin'd tripe-visag'd rafcal; if the

child \ now go with, do mifcarry, thou hadft better thou

had ft ftrook thy mother, thou paper-fac'd villain.

HoJ'. O the lord, that fir John were come 1 he would
make this a bloody day to fomebody. But 1 pray God,
the fruit of her womb mifcarry

!

Bea. If it do, you mall have a dozen of cufhions a-

gain; you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you
both go with me; for the man is dead, that you and

Pifiol beat among you.

DoL. I'll tell thee what, thou thin man in a cenfor;

I will have you as fcundly fwincIgM for this,—You blew-

bottle rogue! you filthy famifh'd corredioner! if you be

not fv^'indg'd, I'll fcrAvear half-kirtles

Bea. Come, come, you (lie knight errant; come.

Hof, O, that right fiiould thus overcotiie might!

Welli of fulFerance conies ease.
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DoL, Come, you rogue, come; bring me to ajuftice.

Hof. Ay; come, you ftarv'd blood-hound.

DoL. Goodman death! goodman bones!

Ho/. Thou atomy, thou !

DoL. Come, you thin thing; come, you rafcal.

Bea. Very well. [Exeunt

»

YCENE V. Weftminfter. Near the Ahbey

.

A Plat-form: SpeSlators on either Side, Enter certain

Grooms, Jlrenvifig Rujhes,

I. G. More rufhes, more ruflies.

"2. G. The trumpets have founded twice.

I. G. 'Twill be two o'clock ere they come from the

coronation: Difpatch, difpatch. [Exeunt, Jirezving,

Enter, to a Stand, Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol,
Bardolph, and the Page.

Fal. Stand here by me, mailer Shalloiv; I will make
the king do you grace : I will leer upon him, as 'a comes
by ; and do but mark the countenance that he will give

me.
Pis. 'Blefs thy lungs, good knight!

Fal. Come here, Pijiol; ftand behind me. O, if [

had had time to have made new liveries, I would have
bellowed the thousand pound I borrowed of you. But
'tis no matter ; this poor fhew doth better : this doth
infer the zeal I had to fee him.

Sha. It doth fo.

Fal. It fhews my earneftnefs of afFedlion:
'

Sha. It doth fo.

Fal. My devotion.

Sha. It doth, it doth, it doth.

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night; and not to

^'^ Flft, Pift,

Vol. V. Cc
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deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience \%

ihift me.
Sha, It is moft certain.

Fal. But to ftand ftained with travel, and fvveating

with desire to fee him : thinking of nothing elfe ; putting

all affairs elfe in oblivion ; as if there were nothing elfe

to be done, but to fee him.

Pis, 'Tis femper idem; for, ob/que hoc nihil eft : 'tis all

5n every part.

Sea. 'Tis fo, indeed.

Tn. My knight, 1 will enflame thy noble liver.

And make thee rage.

Thy DolU and Helen of thy noble thoughts.

Is in bafe durance, and contagious prison;

Hal'd thither

By moft mechanical and dirty hand:—
Rouze up revenge from ebon den with fell AkHo^ fnake,

YoY Doll is in; Piftol fpeaks nought but truth.

Fal, I will deliver her.

Pis, There roar'd the fea,and trumpet-clangor founds.

Flourifty ofTrumpetSy Sec.

Enter the King, and Train of Nobles, &C.

in ProceJJion\ the Lord Chief Juftice

among them,

Fal, God fave thy grace, king Hall my royal Hal!

Pis. The heavens thee guard and keep, moft royal

imp of fame

!

Fal. God fave thee, my fweet boy!

Kin. My lord chief jullice, fpeak to that vain man.

Ch.J. Have you your wits? [to Fal.] know you what
'tis you fpeak ?

Fal . My king ! my Jo've ! I fpeak to thee, my heart.
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Kin. I know thee not, old man : Fall to thy prayers;

How ill white hairs become a fool, and jefter!

I have long dream'd of fuch a kind of man,
So furfeit-fweird, fo old, and fo prophanej

But, being awake, 1 do defpise my dream.

Make lefs thy body, hence, and more thy grace;

Leave gormandizing; know, the grave doth gape
For thee thrice wider than for other men:—
Reply not to me with a fool-born jeft;

Presume not, that [ am the thing I was:

For heaven doth know, fo fhall the world perceive.

That 1 have turn'd away my former felf;

So will 1 those that kept me company.
When thou doll hear I am as I have been,

Approach me; and thou (halt be as thou waft.

The tutor and the feeder of my riots:

'Till then, I banifh thee, on pain of death,

—

As I have done the reft of my mifleaders,—'

Not to come near our perfon by ten mile.

For competence of life, I will allow you ;

That lack of means enforce you not to evil:

And, as we hear foa do reform yourfelves.

We will,— according to your ftrength, and qualities,"—

Give you advancement. Be it your charge, my lord,

[/o the Chief Jujiice,

To fee performed the tenour of our word.

Set on. [^Exeunt King, and his Train,

FjiL. Mafter Shalk'w, T owe you a thousand pound.

Shjj. Ay, marry, fir John-, which I befeech you to

let m» have home with me.

Fal, That can hardly be, mafter »S'W/cxv. Do not

Cc 2
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you grieve at this ; I ftiall be fent for in private to him :

look you, he muft feem thus to the world. Fear not

your advancement ; 1 will be the man yet, that lhall

make you great.

Sua. I cannot perceive how; unlefs you give me
your doublet, and ftufF me out with flraw. I befeech

you, good fir John^ let me have five hundred of my
thousand.

Fal, Sir, I will be as good as my word: this that

you heard, was but a colour.

Sua, a colour, I fear, that you will die in, {\rJoh»,

Fal. Fear no colours; go with me to dinner:

Come, lieutenant PiJiol\ come, Bardolph: I fliall be

fent for foon at night.

Re-enter Frince John, and the Chief Juilice;

Officers nvith them.

Ch.J. Go carry ^wjohn Faljiaff to the fleet;

[/o the Officers.

Take all his company along with him.

Fal. My lord, my lord,-"

Ch.J. t cannot now fpeak; I will hear you foon :

Take them away.

Fis, Sifortuna me torment fpero me contenta*

\Exeunt^ h\.. Sha. ? is. Page, Bar. and Offcers,

Pr.J. I like this fair proceeding of the king's:

He hath intent, his wonted followers

Shall all be very well provided for;

But all are banilh'd, 'till their converfations

i^ppear more wise and modeft to the world.

Ch.J. And fo they are.

Pr.J. The king hath call'd his parliament, my lord.

Ch.J. He hath.
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Vr.J. I will lay odds,— that, ere this year expire.

We bear our civil fwords, and native fire,

As far as France: I heard a bird fo fing ;

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas'd the king.

Come, will you hence? [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE; fpokenhy

a Dancer.

Firft, my fear; then, my curt'fy; laR, myfpeecli. My
fear is, your difpleasure; my curt'fy, my duty; and my
fpeech, to beg your pardons. If you look for a good

fpeech now, you undo me: for what I have to f;iy, is of

mine own making; and what (indeed) I fhould fay, will

(I doubt) prove mine own marring:— But to the pur-

pose, and fo to the venture.

Be it known to you, (as it is very well) I was lately

here in the end of a difpleasing play, to pray your pa-

tience for it, and to promise you a better: 1 did mean,
indeed, to pay you with this; which if, like an ill ven-

ture, it come unluckily home, I break, and you my
gentle creditors lose. Here I promis'd you I would be,

and here I commit my body to your mercies; bate me
fome, and [ will pay you fome; and, as moil debtors

do, promise you infinitely.

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will

you command me to use my legs? and yet that were

but light payment,— to dance out of your debt : But a

good confcicnce will make anypolfible fatiffaftion, and
fo will I. All the gentlewomen here have forgiven me;

-> if the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen do not
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agree with the gentlewomen, which was never feeii be-
fore in fuch an aiTembly.

One word more, I befeech you. If you be not too
3T)uch cloy'd with fat meat, our humble author will con-
tinue the llory, with fir John in it, and make you merry
with fair Catherine of France: where (for any thing I

know) Faljiaff fhall die of a fweat, unlefs already he be
kili'd with your hard opinions ; for Oldcajile dy'd a
martyr,— but this is not the man.
My tongue is weary; when my legs are too, I will

bid you good night: and fo kneel down before you;""'

but, indeed, to pray for the queen.

f> martyr, and this














